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LA BREDE. 



Tutu fra ae di ae ateasa invaghita. 

Bernardo VUniea^ 

What the world are accustomed to consider as great 
and brilliant actions, have very often their origin in 
pride or ostentation, while home virtues, and less ob- 
trusive qualities, though their motive does not admit of 
doubt, and their nature is mixed with no evil, are 
scarcely ranked in the catalogue of good deeds, and 
even if known are rarely appreciated. The rich man 
who spends a part of his fortune and bestows a portion 
of his time on public charities, claims unanimous ap- 
plause as his just reward, and mankind are willing to 
grant it without Aiy investigation, either of his actions 
or their incitements ; but the man who, without posses- 
sing any weadth to give, delights to see every one cheer- 
ful and happy around him, and finds his pleasure in his 
fellow-creature*s peace, receives but small gratitude, 
and meets with little admiration. 

For my own part, I am thankful to every one who 

S'ves me happy moments. There was a little circle at 
ordeaux, in which 1 have spent some of the most 
pleasant hours of my existence. The follies and vices, 
the turmoil and discontent, of a large city never set 
foot there. It was composed of a few, that could feel 
and enjoy all that was beautiful in art or nature, whose 
native resources were equal to their own contentment, and 
who, without shunning, recjuired nothing from the world. 
Time passed not slowly with them ; music, and reading, 
and conversation succeeded, each borrowing a charm 
from the other, and linking themselves together; so 
that the evenings flew insensibly ; and the hour of our 
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separation always arrived before we were aware of its 
approach. 

In the mornings, we often leA the town and spent the 
day in the most beautiful parts of the environs ; and the 
scenery was always sure to suggest some new idea, 
which again called forth a thousand more, and every 
one, happy themselves, endeavoured to add to the hap- 
piness of others. It was in one of these expeditions 
that we went to visit the little town and chlLteau of La 
Brede, once the residence of the famous Montesquieu. 
The house is a true old French chateau, with its turrets, 
and drawbridges, and garden within the ditch, and loop- 
holes for firing through the walls, and all the little et 
ceterasj which carry one's mind back to ancient days ; 
but the devil, or some spirit hostile to antiquity, has put 
it into the proprietor's head to whitewash the towers of 
La Brdde ; and there they were, hard at it, trying to 
metamorphose the old mansion of Montesquieu mto the 
likeness of a cockney cottage on the Hampstead road. 

The owner was absent, but we were admitted imme- 
diately, and taken, in the first place, into the apartment 
where Montesquieu had composed his Esprit des Lois. 
A little more reverence for old times had been shown 
here ; the room was exactly in the state he left it when 
he died; there was his- armchair, and all the rest of 
the old damask furniture, spotted and stained in a truly 
classical manner ; and there was the hole the sage had 
worn in the marble by resting his foot with mathemati- 
cal precision always on one spot. We saw it all — all, 
which is nothing m itself, but something in its associa- 
tions. We were then taken through the house, which 
appeared a large rambling kind of building ; but, to tell 
the truth, I do not recollect much about it, except one 
large hall of very vast dimensions, where lay an old 
helniet, which something tempted me to put upon my 
head, and which I once thought must have remained 
there for ever, for, as if to punish me for the whim, 
during some time I could get it o£f by no manner of 
means. 1 have said that I remember little about the 
house ; the reason was this — I was thinking more at the 
time of the woman who showed it to us than of any- 
thing else in it — ay, or of Montesquieu into the bargain. 
Now there may be many people who would judge from 
this confession, that she was some pretty soubrette^ 
whose beauty had taken my imagination by the ear. 
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But no snch thing; not that I am not fond of beauty in 
evjBiy shape^ but the case was different in the present 
instance. What or who she was I do not know ; but if 
Bame Fortune had placed her in any other situation 
than that of a lady, the jade of a goddess ought to be 
put in the pillory for a cheat and an impostor. Her 
•dress was of that dubious description whicn gave no in- 
formation ; but her manners — ^her air — her look — told a 
great deal. She was grave without being sad. It was 
a sort of gentle gravity, that seemed to proceed more 
from a calm, even disposition, than from any grief or 
sorrow; and when she smiled, there was a ray of 
pure, warm light came beaming jfrom her eyes, and said 
that there was much unextinguished within. They 
were as fine eyes, too, as I ever beheld. Yet she was 
not handsome ; though, if I were to go on with the de- 
scription, perhaps I should make her out a perfect beauty, 
for I saw nothing but the expression, and that was 
beautiful. I could draw her character, 1 am sure, and 
would not be mistaken in a single line ; for her voice 
was exactly like her eyes, and when the two go to- 
gether one cannot be deceived ; there was a mild ele- 
gance in it that was never harsh, though sometimes it 
rose a little, and sometimes fell, and gave more melody 
to the French tongue than ever I had heard before. 

Now, reader, for aught I know, you may be as arrant 
a fool as ever God put breath into— for I hope and trust 
this book will be read not by the wise part of mankind 
only — ^should that be the case. Lord have mercy upon 
the publisher. But do not be offended. You may, 
(under the same restrictive '* for aught I know,*^) be as 
wise as King Solomon or wiser ; but, whatever be your 
portion of wit, you will have seen, in all probability, long 
before now, that there was something m this girl that 
interested me not a little. What that was can be nothing 
to you, for it proceeded from private feelings and private 
recollections, which you would make nothing of if you 
knew them this minute. 

However, there was a question which none of us could 
decide : was she one of the family of the chllteau or 
was she not, and how were we to bestow the little 
donation usually given to the servants under such cir- 
cumstances 1 However, the elder lady of the party took 
it upon herself; and while I was standing in the garden 
where Montesquieu used to work with his own hands, 

I* 
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fignringf to myself the philosopher of the laws, ^ggisig 
sway in his full nightcap and variegated dressing gown, 
she pnt the money into the hands of her companion, 
begging that she would give it to the servants. The 
other looked at her with a smile which might have been 
translated half a dozen ways. It might have been, *' I 
am a servant myself" — it might have been, ''I see your 
embarrassment." But, however, she said that she would 

S've it to them, and bidding her adieu, we proceeded to 
e carriage. We had scarcely all got in, when she 
came tripping over the drawbridge, with a bouquet of 
flowers in her hand. She gave them with one of those 
same bright smiles, saying, that perhaps we might like 
to have ** Quelqtus 1Uur$ dujardin de Mantesquieii**^ We 
took them thanknilly, and she re-entered the house, 
leaving us more than ever in doubt. 
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THE CHATEAU DE BLANCFORD. 

Quant' d bella giovenezza 

Che si fiiggie tutta yia 

Che vuol esaer Ueto, aia 
I^ doman noa fk certezza. 

Tritn^fo de Baceo. 

There is scarcely any character in the range of his- 
tory, which I am so much led to admire as that of 
Edward the Black Prince. Combining all the brightest 
qualities of a hero and a man, his glorious actions and 
his early death, all jpve him a title to our interest and 
admiration. One of the last excursions which we made 
with the friends I have just mentioned was to a little 
town called Blancford. It lies, as it were, behind Bor- 
deaux, upon an eminence which commands all the coun- 
try round, with a far view over the plains of Medoc, and 
the bend of the Garonne lying at your feet. In a valley, 
at a short distance, stand the walls of an old castle, in 
which the Black Prince is said to have passed some of 
the last hours of his existence ; and this was the real 
object of our pilgrimage. 

Having ordered dinner, and left the carriage at Blanc- 
ford, we wandered down, through some beautiful lanes, 
all breaking forth into the first blossoms of spring, to 
the ruins of the old chateau, which affords a sad picture 
of the decay of human works. The walls, built to resist 
armies, had crumbled to nothing before the power of 
Time. We nevertheless amused ourselves for more 
than an hour, climbing among the old ivy-grown remains, 
and fancying the various beings that, from time to time, 
had tenanted that spot now so desolate. It was all ima- 
gination, it is true, but 'tis one of the greatest arts in life, 
thus to ffive food to fancy and to supply her with ma- 
terials iftm the past. It is less dangerous than borrow- 
ing from the future. I forget whether it is Lord Kaimes* 
or Allison, or who, that accounts for the pleasure we 
feel in the sublime and beautiful, principally from the 
exercise of the mind in new combinations. I feel that 
there is some truth in it ; for when I can let my ima- 
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l^ation soar without restraint, I try to separate myselfy 
as it were, from her, and view her as I would a lark, 
rising and singing in the sky, and enjoy her very wan- 
derings. 

So much amusement did we derive from our specula- 
tions that we lingered there long. A variety of shrubs 
and foliage had decorated the old ruin in a fantastic man- 
ner; and as we descended into one of the dungeons, 
where probably many a captive had told his solitary 
hours, a free, wild bird started out, at our approach, and 
took its flight into the unconfined air. On the highest 
pinnacles of the walls, where the hand of man could 
never reach, Nature has sown little groups of wild pinks, 
that hung bending in the wind, as if to tempt one to take 
them. I endeavoured in vain to obtain some of them 
for one of the ladies of the party, between whom and 
my friend B— — feelings were growing up which ended 
in much happiness at an after period. To punish my 
awkwardness, they called upon me to write a ballad on 
the subject. I did my best to comply, for we all strove 
to bring our little share of amusement into the common 
stock, and I felt myself morie peculiarly bound to con- 
tribute, as I believed in my heart that many of these 
amusements, and especially that of whiling away the eve- 
ning with little tales and sketches, had been devised for the 
.purpose of turning my mind from every painful thought. 
These contributions gradually accumulHted into a short 
miscellany, which, as it comes decidedly into the recol- 
lections of this year, I will give, as far as my memory 
serves, and call it " Scraps." 

We left the old castle with a feeling of regret. We 
had had time to establish a kind of friendship with it, 
and did not like to quit it. After dinner we wandered 
on to the brow of the hill, and sitting down, watched 
the landscape as the closing evening varied all its hues. 
It had been a fine clear day : no pain had reached us 
ourselves, and no storm had come across the sky — all 
had been bright and unshadowed. The last moments 
of such a day are precious — for who can say what to- 
morrow will bring forth 1— and all feeling it aliffi, we lin- 
gered on till the edge of the sun touched the horizon, and 
then returned to the busy haunts ^f man. 
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SCRAPS.— NO. I. 
THE LADY AND THE FLOWER. 



Thbrb be of British «nn« and deeds 

Who sing in noble strain. 
Of Poitiers' field, and Agincourt, 

And Cressy's bloody plain. 

High tales of merry England, 

Full (^n have been told. 
For never wanted bard to sing 

The actions of the bold. 

But now I tune another string, 

To try my minstrel power, 
My story of a gallant knight, 

A lady, and a flower. 

The noble sun that shines on all. 

The little or the great, 
As bright on cottage doorway amall, 

As on the castle gate. 

Came pourinji oyer fahr Guieone 

From the ur eastern sea ; 
And gUsten'd on the broad Garonne, 

And slept on Blancford lea. 

The nM>m was up, the mom was brii^t. 

In southern summer's rays, 
And nature caroU'd in the li^ht. 

And sung her Maker's pmiae. 

Fair Blancford ! thou art always £ur, 

With many a Aady dell. 
And bland variety and change 

Of forest and of felL 

But Blancford on that mom was gay 

With many a pennant bright. 
And glittering arms and panoply 

Shone in the moming light. 

For good Prince Edward, England's pride. 
Now lay in Blancford's towers. 

And weary sickness had consumed 
The hero's winter hours 

A3 
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But now that brighter beams had come 

With Summer's brighter ray, • 

He called his gallant knights around ' 

To spend a iisstal day. 

With tournament and revelry, 

To pass away the hours, ". 

And win fair Mary from her sire -, 

The lord of Blancford's towers. *! 

But why fair Mary's brow was sad 

None in the castle knew, 
Nor why she watch'd one garden bed, ^ 

Where none but wild pii^ grew. 

Some said that seven nights before 

A page had sped away. 
To where Lord Clifford, with hit power. 

On Touraine's frontier lay. 

.-.i 
To Blancford no Lord Clifford came, ' ^ 

And many a tale was told. 
For well 'twas known that he had sought 

Fair Mary's love of old. 

And some there said. Lord Clifford's love 

Had cooPd at Mary's pride. 
And some there said, that other vows 

His heart inconstant tied. 



■I 



Foul slander, ready still to soil 

All that is bright and fair, 
With more than Time's destructiveness, 

Who never leam'd to spai« ! 

The mom was bright, but posts had come 

Bringing no tidings fair. 
For knit was Ekiward's royal brow. 

And full of thoughtful care. 

The lists were set ; the parted sun 

Shone equal on the plain, 
And many a knight there manfully 

Strove fresh applause to gain. 

Good Lord James Talbot, and Sir Guy 

Of Brackenbury, he 
Who slew the giant Iron Arm 

On Creasy 's famous lea. 

Were counted best ; and pray'd the prince 

To give the sign that they 
Might run a course, and one receive 

The honours of the day. 



^ 



THB DESULTORY MAN. 11 

*' Speed, knights ! perhaps those anns that shine 

In neace," Prince Edward said, 
" Before a sennight pass, may well 

In Gallic blood be died. 

" For here we learn that hostile bands 

Have gathered in Touraine, 
And Clifford with his little troop 

Are prisoners, or slain. 

" For with five hundred spears, how bold 

Soe*er his courage show. 
He never could withstand the shock 

Of such a host of foe." 

Fair Mary spoke not ; but the blood 

Fled truant from her cheek. 
And left it pale as when day leaves 

Some mountain's snowy peak. 

But then there came the cry of horse. 

The east lea pricking o'er ; 
And to the Usts a weary page 

A tatter'd pennant bore. 

Fast came a knight with blood-stain'd arms 

And dusty panoply. 
And beaver down, and armed lance. 

In chivalric array. 

No crest, no arms, no gay device 

Upon his shield he wore. 
But a small knot beside his plume 

Of plain wild pinks he bore. 

For love, for love and chivalry 

Lord Clifford rides the plam ! 
And foul lies he who dares to say 

His honour e'er knew stain ! 

And Mary's cheek was blushing bright, 

And Mary's heart beat high. 
And Mary's breath, that fear vppress'd. 

Came m a long glad sigh. 

Straight to the prince the kni^t he rode, 

*' I claim these lists," he cned ; 
" Though late unto the field I come 

My suit be not denied. 

" For we have fought beside the Loire, 

And died our arms in blood. 
Nor ever ceased to wield the swcnd 

So long as rebels stood. 
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** Hemm*d in, I one time never thought 

To die in Britiib land, 
Nor see my noble prince again, 

Nor kiss his royal hand. 

*' But well fought every gallant squiref 
And well fought every knight. 

And rebels have been taught to feel 
The force of British might. 

" And now in humble tone they sue, 
To know thy high command, 

And here stand I theiie lists to clain^ 
For a fidr lady's hand. 

" For Mary*s love and chivalry 

I dare the world to fight ; 
And foul and bitterly he lies 

Who dares deny my right !" 

" No, no, brave Clifford,'* Edward said, 

** No liists to-day for thee. 
Thy gallant deeds beside the Loire 

Well prove thy chivalry. 

" Sir Guy, Sir Henry, and the rest. 
Have well acquit their arms. 

But Edward's thanks are ClifErad's doa. 
As well as Mary's charms. 

** My lord, you are her sire," he said, 
** Give kmd consent and free. 

And who denies our Cli£ford*8 right 
Shall ride a tilt with me." 

Gay spake the prince, gay laugfa'd the throng, 

Ana Mary said not nay. 
And bright with smile, uid dance, and song, 

Went down the festiil day. 

And when Lord Clifford to the board 

Led down his Mar^ £giir, 
A knot of sinks was m his cap, 

A knot was in her hair. 

For it had been their sign of love. 
And loved by them was stUl, 

Till death came gently on their heads, 
AimI bowed them to his wiU. 

And now thou^ years have pass'd away, 
And all that vears have seen. 

And ClifflDrd's aeeds and Mun^s channs 
Are as they ne'er had been, 
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Some wind, as if in memory. 

Has borne the seeds on high, 
To deck the ruin's crumbling walls 

And catch the passing eye. 

They tell a tale to those who hear, 

For beauty, strength, and power, 
Are but the idlesse of a day. 

More shortlived than a nower. 

Joy on, joy on, then, while ve may, 

Nor waiste the moments dear. 
Nor give yoorselyes a cause to 

Nor teach to shed a tear. 
Vol. II.— 2 
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^SCRAPS.-NO. IL 
LINES TO A WITHERED ROSE. 



I CAST thee from me, poor child of a day, 

Like the lost heart that bore thee now wither*d and dead. 
To open no mora in the sunshiny ray, 

Thy fragraoce exhausted, thy loreliness fled. 

nris the bright and the happy, the fredi and the gay. 
Alone that are fitted to flaunt in man's sight. 

When wither'd. far better to cast them away, 
Than to mock their dull hues with the glitter of light 

No culture can erer restore thee thy bloom. 

Or waken thy odour, or raise up thy head. 
The wretch's last refuge, the dust and the tomb. 

Is all I can give, now tiiy sweetness has fled. 

Oh who would live on, when life's brightness is past. 

When the heart has lost all that once bade it beat high ? 
When hopes still prove false, and when joys never last, 

Tis better to wither-rtis better to die. 

I cast thee fixxn me— away to the earth. 
More happy than others that must not depart, 

Doom'd to bnr on their grief 'neath the semblance of miitb 
With sikoce <tf feeling, and deadoets of heart 
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SCRAPS.— NO. III. 

DESULTORY CONVERSATIONS WITH THE 
MAN IN THE MOON. 

BY A TRAVELLED OENTLE^AK. 

I HAYB wandered almost all over the face of this 
globe, which, notwithstanding everything that geogra- 
phers have said upon the subject, appears to roe to be 
nothing more or less than a great melon ; and I am much 
mistaken, if, when Parry gets to what we call the North 
Pole, he does not find it to be only a* stalk.* But, as I 
was saying, I have wandered almost all over it, and in so 
doing, I have met with a great many extraordinary char- 
acters, but with perhaps none more singular than the 
petson with whom I held the conversations which fol* 
low. 

Now, though I do not suppose anybody will have the 
hardihood to doubt my having had what Sterne calls an 
affair with the moon, in which, as he justly observes,, 
there is neither sin nor shame, yet, for the gratification 
of the present society, I am very willing to explain how 
I first became acquainted with the gentleman from whom 
I have since derived so much moonlight and information. 

I remember one day when I was at Shiras, I had been 
out into the vakeePs garden, drawling away my time a9 
is usual with me, and finding myself tired, I went into 
the tomb of Hafiz, squatted myself down in a comer, and 
began stroking my beard slowly with my right hand like 
a pious Mussulman. Several Persians came in while I 
was thus employed, and seemed wonderfully edified bv 
my piety and solemnity, and after they were gone I feu 
fast asleep. 

I always make a point of dreaming ; indeed, I should 
think I lost one half of my existence if 1 did not. Du« 
ring our dreams is perhaps the only portion of our being 
that we live without doing any harm to ourselves or any« 
thing else. 

• Thii WM written before the ditcovttiet of Sir John Rom. 
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That evening I jumbled a great many odd things in my 
head, and whether it was the influence of Hafiz's tomb or 
what, matters little, but I became critical in my sleep. I 
quarrelled with my old friend Shakspeare — I found out all 
nis anachronisms. **How the mischief, sir,'^ said I, 
'* could you be such a fool as to make the Delphic oracle 
exist at the same time with Julio Romano in the Winter^s 
Tale V Shakspeare hung his head. ** And, besides,*' I 
continued, '* having written many a stiff sentence, which 
neither you yourself nor any one else understands, you 
have stolen, most abominably stolen, from Saadi. * And 
the poor beetle that we tread upon,' &c., is absolutely 
the same as that passage in which he says, ' Life is 
sweet and delightful to all who possess it, and the ant 
feels as much as the hero in dying.' Billy, Billy ! I am 
afraid you have not taken enough pains to correct your 
sad propensity to deersteaUng. " 

" My dear sir," answered Shakspeare, mildly, laying 
his hand upon the sleeve of my vest, ^ I never heard of 
Saadi in all my life ; and let me assure you, that it is 
perfectly possible for two authors to think alike, ay, and 
write very much alike too, without at all copying from 
each other." 

*' But the reviewers don't think so," said I. 

** There were no reviewers in my day," answered 
Shakspeare. '' I have been plagued enou|^h with com- 
mentators. Heaven knows ! but with reviewers, thank 
God, I have had nothing to do. Why, my dear sir, I 
should have died under the operation." 

Shakspeare was going on, but the last call to evening 
prayer, which a bell-mouthed muezzinn was bellowing 
from a neighbouring minaret, put a stop to his oratory 
by awakening me from my dream. 

It was a beautiful evening; the sun was just going 
down over far Arabia, the sky was purpled by the last 
rays of his departing splendour, the evening breath of 
the rpse pervaded all the air, and the ear of Heaven was 
filled with the reposing hum of creation. I offered up 
ray prayers with the rest, and then stood gazing at the 
great orb of light as he sank to his magnificent repose. 

The moment that the last bright spot of his disk had 
disappeared, the Eastern world was all darkness. No 
soft twilight in that climate sooths the transition from 
the warm light of day to the depth of night ; but, to coni- 
jpensate, the stan shine more brightly, '4ad come qoicker 
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upon the track of day, and in a moment a thonnand beam- 
ing lights broke out in the heaven, at if they were jealous 
that the sun had shone so long ; while on the earth, tooy 
the fireflies kept hovering about as if the sky " rained its 
lesser stars upon our globe." 

Men have strange presentiments sometimes, and we 
have a great many great instances of them in a great 
many great men. Now whether it was a presentiment 
tiiat I should meet the Man in the Moon that evening, 
which made me Mnffer out of the city, I cannot tell at 
this interval of time. But so it was that I did linger, and 
got wandering about down in the valley till the moon rose 
clear and mild, and weaving her silver beams with the 
dark blue of the sky, it became all one tissue of gentle 
light. Just at that moment, on a bank where the moon« 
beams appeared all gathered together, I saw a little old 
man with a dog by his side and a lantern in his hand- 
take him altogether, not at all unlike Diogenes. 

Wherever 1 go I adopt the country that I happen to be 
in, lest at a pinch it should have nothing to say to me, 
not as most men do, by halves, growling like a bear all 
the time they do it ; no, but altogether, as a man does a 
wife, for better, for worse — ^laws, manners, supersti- 
tions, and prejudices. Now, had I followed this excel- 
lent custom in the present instance, I ought, in Persia, 
to have imagined my old man to be a goule irutanter, or, 
at best, a siltrim ; mit somehow forgetting a few thou- 
sand years, I could not get his likeness to Diogenes out 
of my head, and walking up to him, I asked him if he 
were looking for an honest man, adding, thatif he were, 
I should be happy to help him, for that I wanted one 
too. 

«« No,** said the old man, *' I am Iboking for sticks." 

" Sticks !" echoed I ; *' you will find none on this side 
of the valley — ^you must cross the stream, and among 
those bushes you will find sticks enough." 

'* But I cannot go out of the moonshine,*' said the old 
man. 

I now began to smoke him, (as the vulgar have it.) 
'* Ho, ho !" said I, " you are the Man in the Moon, I take 
itr 

** At your service," said my companion, making me a 
low bow. 

** WeUi then," I continued, *' I will go and gather you 
« fagot, and afterward we will have some chat to- 

2* 
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irether, and yon shall tell me somethingr about your hab« 
itation up there, for I have bften wish^ to know all that 
n ffoing on in it." 

The Man in the Moon seemed very well pleased with 
the pn^sal. The sticks were soon gathered, and sit* 
ting on the bank together, he set the lantern down be* 
ttde him, whistled to his dog, which was one of those 
little, black, round-limbed, short-tailed curs, which seem 
of no earthly use but to bark at our horses' heels, and 
then entered into conversation without further ceremo« 
tiy. Indeed, ever after, m the many conversations which 
I have had with him, and which perhaps the malicious 
may term fits of lunacy, I have had reason to think of 
him as I did at first— namely, that he'was a very shrewd, 
chatty old gentleman, not at all slack in showing any 
knowledge he possessed, and who, if he had not read 
moch, had at least seen a good deal. 
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** Sages and philosophers," said the Man in the Moon, 
** always show the certainty of what they advance by 
the descrepancy of their opinions. You must have/re- 
marked, my dear young friend — '* 

** I beg vour pardon," interrupted I, " it is rather an 
odd appellation to bestow upon a man of my standing, 
who have more white hairs in my head than black 



ones." 

. The Man in the Moon burst out laughing, with such a 
clear, shrill, moonlike laugh, that he made my ears ring. 
'* Why, you are but a boy," said he, *' in comparison to 
me, when you consider all the centuries that I have been 
rolling round and round this globe. But listen to me. 
You must have remarked that no two wise men ever 
were known to think alike upon the same subject, while 
the gross multitude generally contrive 'to coincide in 
opinion, and right or wrong, don't trouble their brains 
about it. Now, while in every age different theories 
lutve been formed among the learned respecting the 
moon and its structure, the vulgar have uniformly come 
40 the same conclusion — ^namely, that it is made of 
cream cheese." 

f ^ But, my dear tir^" cried It " remember that science, 
very oCiea».idw aiwrt of alftbrat MH o«t with a fa}»i 
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position, the error of which being subsequently discov- 
ered and corrected, leads to a just conclusion." 

*' As you say," replied the Man in the Moon, '* phi- 
losophy is little better than a concatenation of errors." 

^' 1 did not say any such thing," interrupted I. 

** Well, well, don't be so wamij" he continued ; '* I 
am not going to discuss the point. I will now tell you 
what it really is, which is better than all theory. The 
common classes have not judged with their usual sa- 
gacity about the moon, which is not, in fact, made of 
cream cheese, nor, indeed, as Mr. Wordsworth obscure- 
ly hints, in his profound old poem of ' Peter Bell,^ has it 
any similarity to a little boat, except that of carrying me 
about in it Nor is it a crepitation fmm the sun, nor a 
windfall from the earth, which has gone on in ttatu quo 
ever since Galileo took the business out of the sun*8 
hands by crying out, B pur se mouve. As to all that 
Ariosto said upon the subject, that is a pure fudge. No, 
sir, the moon is — ^but I nmst tell you that another time, 
for 1 see that I must be gone !" So saying, he snatched 
up his lantern, laid his fagot on his shoulder, and called 
to his dog, who aopeared to have a mortal aversion to 
the excursion, for no sooner did he perceive his master's 
intentions than he clapped his tail between his legs, and 
ran away howling. 

" Truth ! Truth !" cried the Man in the Moon to his 
dog. *' I call him Truth, sir, for he is very difficult to be 
caught hold of," said the old man, when he had got him ; 
and now, having tied him by a string, he wished me 
good-by, and began walking up a moonbeam which so(n) 
conducted him out of sight. 
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SCRAPS.— NO. IV. 

A YOUNG LADY S STORY. 

It was somewhere in Italy — the precise spot matters 
but little ; one might fix it anywhere, from the Milanese 
to Calabria, though in all probability it was some place 
in the southern part of that beautiful land which has met 
Uie fate that so often follows loveliness — ruin even for 
its charms. 

It was the close of a burning day about the middle of 
September ; there had been a sort of feverish heat in the 
air during the whole morning, which^ as the evening 
came on, settled down into an oppressive sultriness, that 
impeded respiration, and rendered the whole world lan- 
guid and inactive. All was still, but it was not the still- 
ness of repose. No animal enlivened the scene, but. 
where a heavy crow took its long, slow flight across the 
sky, or a straggling firefly gave a dull and fitful gleam 
among the dank vapours that came reeking up from, 
the flat marshy fields on either side of the road. 

A solitary traveller rode along towards the dark wood 
before him, and ever and anon seemed to turn his ey 6s 
towards the edge of the horizon, where enormous masses 
of deep black clouds appeared to swallow up the setting 
sua. From time to time the roll of distant thunder an- 
nounced the coming storm ; and as darkness grew over 
the face of the earth quick flashes of lightning started 
like genii of fire fro|;p the gloom, and shed a livid horror 
on the scene. The traveller hurried on dismayed, while 
torrents of rain began to drench the bosom of nature ; 
but, strange to say, and unaccountable, he never once 
thought of returning to the inn where he had spent the 
day, and which was not half a league behind. However, 
as storms, like all other uncomfortable things, are rarely 
of eternal duration, the one in question began to sub- 
side. The rain ceased, and the traveller went on at an 
easy pace, hoping every moment to find some hospitable 
shed where he might dry his clothes and wait out the 
rest of the tempest. 

The road at length tamed off abruptly to the right, 
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and narrowing iiisensibly, assumed the appearance of a 
winding lane, at the end of which stood a house of re- 
spectable but dreary aspect. The traveller paused : a 
strange, undefinable, dreamy apprehension took posses- 
sion of his mind, and though by a strong effort he forced ' 
himself to proceed, it was not without something like a 
presentiment of evil that he clambered through a gap in 
the garden wall, leading his horse by the bridle. 

The first object that struck his view was a tall white 
figure, standing in a menacing attitude, at the end of a 
long, bleak, gravel walk. Start not ; it was not a ghost, 
though the traveller was half inclined to think so, till he 
walked up to it, and found that it was merely a noseless, 
moss-grown statue, rising from a wilderness of weeds 
which had once been an arbour. Our traveller smiled 
at his mistake, and leaving his horse to explore the gar- 
den alone, he made the best of his way to the house. It 
was a ' square building of gray stone, and as the pale 
lightning gleamed from time to time on its broken win- 
dows and yawning doors, it looked astonished and fright- 
ened at its own solitude. The traveller participated in 
its emotions, and as he entered the dreary vestibule his 
heart sank within him. There were doors on either 
side, and a staircase at one end of the vestibule, but the 
travfJIsr felt no inclination to penetrate into the interior 
of so gloomy an abode— the more so« as it appeared to- 
tally uninhabited, and every one knows that such places 
are always the most alarmmg, seeing that there must be 
some cause for leaving them thus to their fate. The 
wind moaned sadly through the half-opened doors, and 
the traveller's situation became every moment more un- 
pleasant ; so that he resolved at last to do that which he 
might as well have done at first, namely, return' to the 
inn, and wait for the morning to continue his journey. 
The dead leaves which the wind had driven into the ves- 
^ tibule rustled fearfully under his feet as he walked to- 
wards the door ; but he made his exit in safety, and ta- 
king his horse by the bridle, regained the broken garden 
wall with a step of forced composure, for the traveller 
wished sadly to persuade himself that he was not fright- 
ened at all. When, however, he found himself safe on 
horseback, and in a fair way of reaching the inn, the 
rapidity of his movenn^ents and the long deep shudder 
which accompanied his parting steps, gave sufficient evi* 
d^ce of the uneasiness of his sensations* 
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ArriTed at the place of his destination, of course his 
first inquiry was on the subject of the mysterious habi- 
tation he had left ; so while he drank some warm wine 
to raise his spirits, he sent for the landlord to tell him all 
about it. The host stared — ^he had never heard of such 
a place. The traveller described its position and appear- 
ance exactly. The landlord had been bom and broug;ht 
up in that neighbourhood, but had never seen either lane 
or house answering the description. 

The boys of the inn were called, but they were as ig- 
norant, or as lying, as the host, who said, with a smile, 
that perhaps his guest was mistaken. 
' This was not to be borne ; the traveller offered a reward 
to any one who would accompany him in a second visit 
to the house in question. As money does great things, 
he had soon more than one volunteer, and off they set 
with lights and horses.- They travelled on for some way 
at a rapid pace, and the stranger frequently stopped to 
look about him — ^no house was to be seen. He per Asctly 
recognised every object on the road which he had seen 
before, to a certain point, but there it assumed a new ap- 
pearance. He must have passed the lane, he thought, 
and turned back agaia, amid the stifled merriment of his 
companions, but neither lane nor house was visible. All 
was straight, flat, and uniform. The traveller was as 
grave as a judge, but the rest could no longer conceal 
their laughter, and he himself, feeling rather, shy on the 
subject, was glad to dismiss them with the promised 
reward. 

He then proceeded on his journey alone, endeavouring 
to perRuade himself that his late adventure was a dream, 
or something very Uke it. Scarcely, however, were the 
people of the inn well out of sight when, strange to say, 
the road bent mysteriously, as if by magic, to the right, 
and there it stood — the enchanted house at the end of the 
laneM! 

This time, thought the traveller, I will pierce the 
mystery, if it cost me my life. Leaving his horse in the 
lane, he entered the garden by the breach in the wall ; 
he passed the old statue, he ascended the broken steps, 
and soon found himself in the solitary vestibule. There 
his nervous terrors redoubled. It seemed as if all the in- 
habitants of the Red Sea had agreed to haunt his ima* 
gination at once. Still, however, he went on, and beff^n 
to mount the ruined staircase. He had readied the first 
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landing, and was about to continue his ascent, when the 
whole building seemed to give way at once, and he sank 
senseless amid the crashing ruin. 

It was a bright, clear, autumnal morning ; all nature 
seemed to waken refreshed from her sleep; the dew 
began to sparkle in the early beams ; the birds sang up 
the rising sun ; and the clouds of night rolled sullenly 
away, as if to avoid the brilliant presence of the day, 
when some peasants who were gayly going forth to their 
morning labour, were suddenly struck by seeing a horse 
saddled and bridled, but without a rider, engaged in crop- 
ping a scanty breakfast of the herbage which grew at the 
side of the road. A few steps farther showed them our 
poor traveller, lying senseless and bleeding near a heap 
of stones. The g<K>d souls took him up, and carried him 
.to one of their cottages, ithere they succeeded in bring- 
ing him once more to life. It was only, however, for a 
short period. Re save directions for sending off a mes- 
senger to his friends, and to the inquiries concerning the 
state in which he was found, replied, by relating the 
above adventure, after which he lingered for an hour or 
two without speaking, and expired. 

The people of the neighbourhood are divided in opin- 
ion respecting the traveller's narrative. Some opine that 
he fell asleep on his horse, dreamed the whole story, and 
was killed by a very opportune and natural tumble. 
But others, with much more show of probability, at- 
tribute the whole to the machinations of some evil spirit. 
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*' SCRAPS.— NO. V. 



THE LAW OF BABYLON. 

MEMOIR. 
SHOWETHf 

That although there be one person in this society who 
has obstinately and if^ilfully refused to make any contri- 
bation in writing; towards our evening's amusement, it is, 
nevertheless, proposed to exchse him on the same prin* 
ctple that the Grand Desterham of Babylon excused a 
certain wit of that city. 

Be it known, then, that the laws of Babylon were all 
founded on the grand principle, that crimes are simply 
diseases, and that punishments are the remedies by means 
of which alone the malefactor can be cured of the mal<» 
ady under which he labours. Thus, when a man was af- 
flicted with the thieving disease, they applied hanging, 
which was found infallible. For minor maladies, such 
as lying, cheating, swearing, &c., they had various rem« 
ediea— the bastinado, earslitting« nosecutting, actual 
cautery, and many otbersy but it was all for the patient's 
good, and to cure him of his ailment. Now, in Babylon, 
as ill all large and flourishing cities, one of the greatest 
and most unpardonable crimes was wit. It was held as 
the most dangerous species of treason, and punished ac- 
cordingly, especially as the grand desterham. at the time 
I speak of, had once been suspected of having thought a 
witty thing, though he never said it, and was of course 
much more severe than any other judge, in order to 
prove his zeal for the law, and abhorrence of witty prac- 
tices. 

~ It happened in the moon Assur, at twenty three 
o'clock in the forenoon, twenty-five thousand years four 
days and seven minutes after the world's creation — as 
specified in the indictment, and copied into the register 
of the court — a certain citizen of Babylon was brought 
before the grand desterham and his four colleagues^ 
charged upon oath with being a wit and a traitor. 
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After the court had slept over ftve and twenty witnesses 
for the accusation, the prisonel' was put upoo his def^nce^ 
beingr first tuld that he was indefensible. 

The prisoner, h<yweyer, undertook to prove that he 
w as not a wit, but a fool. " For," said he, " if I had poe- 
sessied any wit, I should not have been fool enough to 
show it. If, therefore, I have not shown any, you must 
acquit me of having any ; and if I have shown any, you 
must pronounce me to be a fool for so doing, and con- 
sequently must acquit me any way." 

The judges all looked at one another, and not under- 
standing what the prisoner meant, they judged it to be 
blasphemy, and oraered him to be bastinadoed on the 
soles of his feet, after which they proceeded to judgment 
on the accusation, and unanimously found the prisoner 
guilty. 

But the prisoner's counsel running over the indictment 
with his nose, found a flaw therein. For whereas it 
was stated that the time was twenty-five thousand years 
four days and seven minutes after the creation of the 
world, it was proved by the chief astrologi co-astrono- 
mer to the empire, that it was only twenty-five thou- 
sand years four days six minutes and a half, so that the 
prisoner saved his life by half a minute, and was dis- 
missed the court with a suitable admonition. 

But the warning was in vain, he soon fell into his (Ad 
courses ; and one unlucky day was again brought before 
the grand desterham, his guilt clearly proved, and finally 
he himself ordered to be hanged, in the hope that this 
application might entirely remove the disease. 

The grand desterham himself assisted at the opera- 
tion, and the poor patient was exhibited on a high scaf- 
fold with the rope about his neck. 

*' Citizens of Babylon," said he, addressing the people, 
^ rejoice ! You shall soon see into what elevated situa- 
tions wit brings a man in this sublime empire.*' 

As he spoke the hangman hoisted him up, but the 
grand desterham vociferated, ** Cut him down, cut him 
down ; he is incorrigible." 

The other members of the court objected greatly ; » 
but the grand desterham quoted the universal principle 
of the law, and added, '* that as the patient before them 
was evidently incurable, the remedy could have no ef- 
fect." 

Vol. II.— 3 B 
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The poor wit was therefore allowed to go at liberty, 
but the grand desterham brought an old house over his 
head, for he was shortly after banished» being strongly 
suspected of good sense and judgment, though it was 
neTer cleaily proved against hun. 



x 
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SCRAPS.— NO. YI. 
WRITTEN IN A BOOK OF DREAMS. 



This life's a dream— «o all haTe tfaoaghti 

PhiloeopheiB and poets to(H 
And rhjrme and reason both naTe vrnmgfat 

To prove what most have fislt is true. 

The warrior dream's a fiery chace. 

For glory ever flying on ; 
The statesman's an miceasing race. 

Full often lost and seldom won. 

The merchant dreams of loss and gain. 
And gold that never brings content ; 

The student's a doll dream of pain, 
BCid moulderingJ)Ook8 and hours misspent. 

The lover in his airy hall 
Has joy dreams ever in his view ; 

And, thoo|^ the falsest of them all. 
His dream perhaps is sweetest too. 

The poet's dream's a dream of dreams, 
Ofphantoms seen and pass'd away. 

Like dancing moats in sunihy beams, 
Which shme but while they cross the ray. 

Yes, all's a dream ; but who would part 
With one fond vision fancy knows. 

One bright delusion of the heart, 
For aU that waking reason shows ? 

Who'd quell the notes Hope gayly sings. 
Because they're toned too witchingly T 

Who'd pluck Imaginstion's wings. 
Because they bear her up too high T 

Let those who would so close this page. 
Where many dreams recorded lie ; 

It ne'er was meant to please the sage, 
But feeling's heart and (ancy's eye. • 

B3 
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SCRAPS.— NO. VII. 

/ 

y 

RARA.8* 

There is a garden near Bordeaux called Rabas, which 
may be considered the perfection of bad taste in garden- 
ing ; I never saw anything so studiously ugly. There 
are straight walks as mathematically unnatural as if 
they had been laid out by an inhabitant of Laputa. 
There are hermitages, cottages, and wilderness, fit for 
Bagnage Well's tea gardens, together with sundry lions 
and tigers glaring in painted pasteboard. All the trees 
are pared as closely as possible, and there is eke a laby- 
rinth for people to lose themselres, or not, as they like 
best. 

It was in the said gardens of Rabas, which belong to 
a rich family in the neighbourhood; that these lines were 
written at the request of a young lady who was expected 
soon to change her name. 

RABAS 

Remembet the moments of pleasnare when past, 
For they keep still a trace of their loveliness, lady, 

Xjet the memory too of these flat gardens last, 
With their trees cut so straight, and their straight walks so shady. 

Come pledge me the oath I dare ask of thee yet, 
Come pledge me the oath that their memory claims. 

These gardens and moments, ah ! ne*er to forget. 
While your name is Anna, and my name is JamM. 

But, lady ! oh lady ! your sex is so fickle. 

There is no beUeving a wonl that the^ siiy ; 
Old Time hke a reaper w^lkt on with his sicfkle, 

And gathers no emptier harvest than they. 

Not content with discarding their fashions and dresses, 
With their very own names they don't scorn to make war ; 

Thus while " Young" my identity ever expresses. 
You soon may be somebody else than you are. 



I 
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Come, find me some oath that mora sorely may bind thee ; 

Come swear then by something that never shall change, 
By the nace with which nature has lavish entwined thee. 

Which time ne'er shall alter nor fortune estrange. 

By thy smile's witching power, by thy mind's airy flight, 
That larklike soars mgh o'er the place of its birth ; 

And tuning its song in the porches of light. 
Seems to sorrow that e'er it must sink to the earth. 

Come swear then— but what can I swear in return T— 

To remember thee ever wherever I rove. 
Though my heart may be dead, and my breast but its nm, 

I o&r thee friendship— 'tis better than love. 

3* 
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BOMESTIG LIFE IN FRANCE. 



Moris, qui que to tdis, Princis Brame ou doldat} 
Homme ! ta grandeur aur la terre^ 
M'appartieiit point a ton ^tat, 
Elle eat toute ii ton canctire, 

BEAVHARctfaia. 

There are two words wanting in French which an Eng- 
lishman can scarcely do without — comfort and home. The 
hiatus is not alone m the language, the idea is wanting. 
Speak to a Frenchman of pleasure, he can understand 
you — of gaycty, amusement, dissipation, he has no dif- 
ficulty: but talk to him of comfort, and explain it how 
you will, you can never make it intelligible to him. In 
like manner, he will comprehend everything that can 
be said on the theatre, the coffee house, the club, the 
court, or the exchange; but home — ^there is no such 
thing. CheZ'Soi is not the word : interieur comes nearer 
to it, for that particularizes, but still it is not home — 
home, where all the affections of domestic life, all the 
kindly feelings of the heart, all the bright weaknesses of 
an immortal spirit clad in clay>— where all, all the rays of 
life centre, like a gleam of sunshine breaking through a 
cloud, and lighting up one spot in the landscape while 
all the rest is wrapped in shadow. We may ca^ ambi- 
tion, pride, vengeance, hatred, avarice, about with us in 
the world ; but every gentler feeling is for home : and 
miserable is he who finds no such resting place in the 
wide desert of human existence. 

I speak not of all Frenchmen. I have met some who 
had the feeling in their hearts, and scarcely knew what 
it meant. They had formed themselves a home, but 
had not a name for it. But these are the accidents, and 
in the' generality of French families it is not, audit can- 
Yiot be so. 

Marriage in France is one of the most extraordinary 
things that ever was invented. It is a state into which 
men enter, seemingly, from a principle of inevitable ne- 
cessity — ^the besoin de se maricr ; or else who would en- 
gage their fate to that of a person whose mind, educa- 
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tion, ^nd dispositioti, is generally wholly unknown to 
them ? The first principle of a woman\'education all 
over the world is deceit. She is taught, and wisely 
taught, to conceal what she feels. But in France they 
try to teach her not to feel It ftt aU. Educated in the 
greatest retirement, watched with the most jealous sus- 
picion, as soon as a favourable opportunity presents it- 
Self, she is brought forward to show off all her accom- 
plishments, before a man who is destined for her hus- 
band, and is bidden to assume his tastes, and coincide in 
his opinions. Little affectation, however, is necessary. 
It is all a matter of convention. The one party wishes 
for a wife, and marries without knowing anything about 
her ; the other wishes for liberty, and is married with- 
out caring to whom. This is the great change in a 
French woman's life. While single she is guarded, and 
restrained in everything; each action, each word, each 
look is regulated ; but the moment she is married all is 
freedom, gayety, and dissipation. From a caterpillar she 
becomes a butterfly, and flutters on among the multitude, 
to be chased by every srown child that sees her. These 
arc not the materials for happiness ! But this is not all. 
Every Circumstance, every custom on these occasions 
leaves little room for the expectation of domestic fe- 
licity. 

A yOtinglady is to be married, and a young gentleman 
is found in the necessary predioament. She is promised 
^ ceitain dower, and he is possessed of a certain fo^- 
tunCi ii^to the state Of which, as in duty bound, her p^- 
vents make the slrit^test itiquiiry. But ihtt case » wklely 
different on the part of the young ^entlemab. No in- 
quiry must be made by him. The character of his fu- 
ture bride it is impossible for him to know, that of her 
* relations concerns him litlle, and into their means of 
giving the dower tht^y promise, he is forbidden to in- 
quire, on pain of excommunication. Any doubt on the 
subject would show that their daughter did not possess 
his love ! Oh that prostituted name love ! used every 
day to qualify the basest and most ignoble feelings of 
our nature. 

But to go on with the history of a French marriage. 
The contract generally imports, that the father of the 
vvoung lady shall pay a certain yearly sum to her hus- 
band, and a further sum is promised to be left her at the 
death of her parents. The benefits of this arrangement 
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are obvious and manifold, and well calculated to check 
the exorbitant power which husbands have over their 
wives. 

A part of the ceremony, and one of the most essen- 
tial, is the corbeille de fnhrriofe^ or wedding present from 
the lover to his bride. This is scarcely a matter of 
courtesy alone, as some might imagine, but almost of 
right, which the young lady would yield upon no con- 
sideration whatever. It is a sort of price, and is ex- 
pected to be the amount of two years* revenue. 

The corbeille is a basket lined with white satin, and 
containing a variety of articles of dress and jewelry. 
One indispensable part is a cashmere ; and the rest is 
made up of laces, diamonds, and all the thousand little 
nothings which enter into the composition of a fine 
lady. 

The civil ceremony at the commune is all which the 
present law requires, but the religious part is seldom if 
ever dispensed with. The first takes place generally in 
the morning, without any display. The ceremonies of 
the church, however, are delayed till near midnight, and 
have in general the advantage of new scenery, dresses, 
and decorations. The higher the class, and the better 
the taste of the parties, of course, the simpler are all 
the arrangements, and the fewer and more nearly con- 
nected are the persons present. With such a system is 
it possible that there can be such a thing as hornet 
That it is possible — that it may be found, is one of the 
finest traits of the French character. All their habits, 
all their customs, from time immemorial, have been op- 
posed to domestic life ; and yet they occasionally create 
it for themselves. 
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TRAVELLING. 

Ye ffUttering towns with wealth and splendour crown*^ 
Ye fields where sammer spreads profusion round, 
Ye. lakes whose vessels catch the busy gale, 
Ye bending swains that dress the flowery vale. 
For me your tributary stores combine. 
Creation's tenant, all the world is mine. 

Tke Traveller. 

What was the cause of our setting; out so late the 
personage who certainly had the chief hand in it best 
knows, but it was between four and five o'clock in the 
afternoon before we got from the door of the Hdtel de 
France, on our way towards Pau and the Pyrenees. 

The carriage, too, was unlike anything that the inge^ 
nutty of man ever before invented ; not indeed from it- 
self, but from its appendices : every hole and corner was 
crammed with all sorts of conveniences. There was a 
whole subjunctive niood of comforts — everything that 
we might, could, should, or ought to want, piled up in 
grotesque forms both inside and out. I never saw any- 
thing liKe it but the carriage of a lady, whom I once met 
eommg from Italy, and that, indee^f— Heaven hdp her, 
poor thing, for I am sure when she was in it she could 
not help herself. 

At length, however, we did set off, and passing by sev- 
eral guingettes, or, as it may be translated, tea gardenSf 
though they drink no tea there, left Bordeaux behind us 
and proceeded on our way to Langon. It was night ere 
we reached Barsac, not more worthy fame on account 
of its good wines than its bad pavements. For what 
purpose they were constructed, I defy any one to ex- 
plain ; but they answer three objects, breakmg carriages, 
laming horses, and jolting the unfortunate traveller to 
such a degree, that were there anything contraband in 
his composition, it would, be sure to be shaken out oif 
him. , 

At Langon we stopped to supper, during which impor- 
tant avocation we were waited^ on by a smiling, black- 
eyed country girl with scarcely a word of French to her 
back ; for be it remembered, that here, on the banks of 

B3 • 



34 THS DESULTORY MAN. 

the Garonne, all the peasantry speak Gascon, as their 
mothers did before them ; and after having made several 
ineffectual attempts to arrive at our little attendant's in- 
tellects, through any other channel than that of her na- 
tive tongue, I was obliged to have recourse to that as a 
last resource. Never did I perceive joy and satisfaction 
so plainly depicted, as in her countenance, when she 
heard the first two or three words of Gascon which came 
out of my mouth ; but the effect was not so good as 
miffht have been anticipated, for in that language she had 
no lack of expressions, and would fain have entered into 
a long conversation with me, which put my knowledge 
to the stretch. However, in the mean time, my com- 
panion, from what whim I know not, had persuaded the 
rest of the people in the house that I was a Chinese, to 
which, perhaps, my fur travelling cap lent itself in a de- 
gree. He explained to them also, that China was the 
country from whence tea was brought, and to this, I be- 
beve, we were indebted for the best tea the place could 
afford, and for being stared at all the rest of the eve- 
ning. 

We travelled on from Langon with the intention of 
sleeping at Bazas ; but by the time we arrived at that 
place, the night was so far wasted, that we agreed to 
continue our route without stopping. 

The dress of the country people now began to vary ; 
we had no longer the high Rochelle caps, which the wo- 
men in Bordeaux sometimes wear, and which resemble 
verjr much the helmet of Hector, in the picture of his 
parting from Andromache ; nor the neat twisted hand- 
kerchiefs, with which the grisettes dress their heads, 
but, as a substitute, a flat, square piece of linen, brought 
straight across the forehead, and tied under the chin in 
the fashion of the Landes. We had lost, too, the neat, 
pretty foot and well-turned ankle, with the stocking as 
white as snow, tho shoe cut with the precision of an ar- 
tist, and sandled up the leg with black riband^, and in- 
stead had nothing out good, stout, bare feet, well clothed 
in dirt, and hardened by trotting over the rough roads 
.of the country. The men were generally dressed in 
l>lue carter's shirts, with the Beamais berret, not at all 
nnlike in shape the Scotch blue bonnet, but larger, of a 
firmer texture, and brown colour. 

We breakfasted at Ro(|uefort, celebrated, I believe, for 
nothing, although there ia a sort of cheese which carriea 
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Hie name of Roquefort about wHh it, and in the town is 
a poiteiy, said to be upon English principles. This we 
did not see, but pursued our Journey to Mont de Marsan, 
the capital of the Landes, where we began to enjoy the 
benefits arising from monopoly when applied to posting, 
being obliged to wait nearly an hour for horses. Mo- 
nopoly may be caUed injustice to the many for the benefit 
of a few. In great public works, which no one man 
could have the means to execute, and where individual 
competition is either impossible or destructive, govern- 
ments are but just to g^rant particular privileges to the 
companies of men who undertake them, and'to secure 
to them a reward proportioned to the enterprise ; but, in 
every instance where various persons can place them- 
selves in comparison one with another, in the service of 
the public, the public alone can minutely judge, and 
justly reward, and by so dcnng secure to itself the best 
servants at the lowest price. The French government, 
however, are rather fond of monopoly ; that of posting 
is only one among several. As far as a monopoly can 
be well or^nized for the benefit of the public, posting 
in France is so. One postmaster is stationed in every 
town, who has alone the right to furnish horses for the 
road. He is obliged by law to be provided with a cer- 
tain number, according to the size and position of the 
place in which he is estaUished, but this number is very 
frequently insnfllcient, and not always complete. 

Many provisions are made for rendering the postillions 
attentive to their duty, and civil to the traveller. Thenr 
recompense is fixed by the post book at fifteen sons per 
post of two leagues ; but the ordinary custom is to give 
them double, and generally something more, which they 
make no scruple of demanding, though positively forbid 
to tlo so by their instructions. Every postmaster is 
obliged to hold a renter, in which any complaint either 
against himself or ms |K>stillions may be recorded by the 
traveller, and countersigned by the next commissary of 
police. This is generaUy visited every month, and the 
punishment consequent on any serious charge is very 
severe. 

Our delay at the Mont de Marsan enabled us -to walk 
through the town, which seemed to our post-bound eyes 
an ill-built, straggling place enough, with the people not 
very civil, and the streets not very clean. Notwith- 
stauDdhig, we found our inn the cleanest and neatest we 
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had seen inFranee; I conld have fancied myself in Old 
Boglaod, if they would but have charged the Sauterne ten 
shiiiings a bottle. 

The watit of horses here was but a prelude to what 
we were to meet farther on, for at Grenade we found 
that two carriages, which had preceded us, were waiting 
•for the return of the postillions from Aire ; so, to make 
Vt» best of it, we ordered our dinner and strolled out to 
the bridge over the Adoure, where we amused, ourselves 
-by talking all the nonsense that came into our heads, and 
watching some washerwomen washing sheets in the 
stream below. ^They do it with extreme dexterity, ta- 
lking the^largest sheet one can imagine, and after having 
folded it in their hands, with one sweep extend it flat 
tipon the surface of the river ; they then dip the end 
next them, and catching a little of the water pass it rap- 
Idly over the whole by drawing the sheet quickly to the 
-bank. 

After having watched this proceeding for some time, 
we returned to dinner, which consisted principally of thd 
iegs of geese salted, a favourite dish all over this part of 
France; and then amused ourselves by scrutinizing the 
intics of a large black monkey in the mn yard. • 

I have an invincible hatred towards a monkey. It is 
loo like humanity— a sort of caricature that nature has 
'set up, to mock us little lords of creation. To. see all 
its manlike, gentlemanlike ways of going on« gave me a 
tritter sense of humiliation. It is very odd» that we 
-should thus dislike our next link in the grand chain of 
-tbe oniverse. 



(■ 




THE 9B8VLTORY MAK. '87 



A PRIME MINISTER'S MONKEY. 

n mio cuoit gl*inalza un momimento dentro me steMo, tanto da- 
revole ^nanto ]a mia irita. Aveva egli della bonta per me : ma e per 
chi mai lum n9 avea 7 — Oanoanklli. 

Sbteral years affb I went one day to dine with the 

Due de R . The world say that he was not the 

greatest of ministers, but he was much more— he was 
the most amiable of men. However, that does noC sig- 
nify, he is dead now : and if politicians have forgotten 
him, he at least made himself a memory in the afl^ction 
of the sood and the i^ratitude of the poor. 

He fived at that time in the Rue de Bac ; and, as I 
knew him to be punctual, I got into the cabriolet exactly 
at nine minutes and three quarters before the time he 
had appointed ; for I calculated that it would take me 
just so long to drive from the end of th& Roe de la Paix 
to the Rue de Bac, allowing one minute for a stoppage, 
and half a minute for a can 1 had to make at — ^it does 
not signify where, for surely mud^ mischief could not 
be done in half a minute. 

However, the stoppage did not^take place; and I 
changed my mind about the ccdl ; so that 1 was asnear« 
ly as possible one minute and a half before my time. 
The duke was still more incorrect, for he was three min- 
utes and a half after his. Thus, by the best caiculatiun, 
there were exactly five minutes to spare. Accordingly, 
a page showed me into a saloon to wait the arrival of the 
dukcb Now there was a fire in the M/on^ (I did not say 
a 9t!0ve,> no, but an actual fire> with an armchair on 
one side, and the duke's favourite monkey oiithe otSier* 
So I sat myself down in the armchair, and began -eoiK 
sidenug the monkey; who seemed not at all pleased 
with my presence. He crinned, he mowed, he chat- 
tered, and every now and then made little starts for- 
ward, showing his white teeth all prepared to bite me. 
I am not fond of being bit in any way, so I first of all 
took up the tongs, thinking to knock his brains out if he 
attacked me ; but, then, 1 thought that it would be cow- 
ardbjr to uae cold iron against an unarmed monkey ; and 
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putting down the tongs I resolved on kicking him to 
atoms if he pursued his malicious inclinations. But just 
at the moment that we were in this state of suspended 
hostilities, the duke came in to make peace, like some 
more potent power between two petty sovereigns. 

*' I was just speculating, monseigneur/' said I, '* upon 
the policy of kicking a prime minister's monkey/* 
• *' It would be bad policy with some men,'' said the 
duke, smiling; '*but I hope that Jockoe has given you no 
reason to use him so severely." 

'* None precisely, as yet, my lord,** replied I ; " but he 
threatened more active measures, and I believe we 
should have come to blows if you had not come in." 

** It was only fear," said the duke ; " fear that makes 
many men as well as monkeys assume a show of val- 
our ; for Jockoe is a very peaceable gentleman : are you 
not, Jockoe 1" 

The monkey, with a bound, sprang in the duke's arms ; 
and I never saw a more complete contrast than there 
was between the fine intelligent countenance of the min- 
ister, and the mean, anxious, cunning face of the ape. 

'^ By Heaven !" cried I, " it is the best {Mcture I ever 
saw." 

*' What ?" asked the duke. 

" Why, your excellency and the monkey," answered 
I ; and for fear he should misunderstand me, I added 
boldly what I thought, ** It has ail that contrast can do 
for it. It is at once the two extremes of human nature. 
You, monseigneur, at the height of all that is great and 
noble, and the monkey coming in at the fag end, a sort 
of selvage to humanity." 

^ You do not consider the monkey as a human be- 
ing t" asked the duke. 

*' If he is not," said I, <* in truth he is very like if 

Monsieur de S coming in interrupt^ the duke's 

reply, but by his affection for the aninMd, I do not think 
we differed much in opinion. 
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AIRE. 



Let school-taught pride dissemble all it can, 
These little things are gfeat to little man. 

The Traveller. 

Oh Aire ! Aire ! J shall never forget thee. Not be- 
cause Alaric, king of the Visigoths, made thee his habi- 
tation, but because within thy walls were we detained a 
whole night for want of horses, devoured by yemiin» 
pestered by postillions, and bamboozled by innkeepers. 

Be it known to every traveller, of every kind, sort, and 
description, whatever be his aim, object, or occupation 
— wherever he comes from, or wlierever he is going — 
that if he travel in a *' petite caliche,'** with two persons 
in the inside, and one servant on the out, together wiili 
a compliance to all the forms and regulations, as laid 
down in the book of French posts, he is not obliged by 
law to have more than two horses to the said caleche, 
paying for each at the rate of forty sous per post. But 
be it equally known, that at every relay he comes to, 
the postmaster will endeavour to force upon him a tliird 
horse, which being then thirty sous per post for each 
horse, will be ten sous more than he would otherwise 
pay. Now every man may easily make the calculation 
for himself, and settle the accounts between his comfort 
and his pocket as he likes best. The rich traveller will 
say, *' Hang the ten sous !" the poor traveller will say, 
*' Why, it is a consideration !*' The avaricious traveller 
will always have his thumb between those two leaves of 
the post book ; and there will be one sort of traveller 
who will say, "• Though / can afford to lose it, there 
may be some who follow that cannot, and therefore I 
will not submit to the imposition." 

Now we being poor travellers, and in the category 
above mentioned respecting the caliche, we held out for 
our ten sous per post, and met little annoyance on that 
account till we arrived at Aire ; but there the postillion 
would insist upon being paid for three horses, though 
we had had but two. I called for the postmaster. He 
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was not to be found ; and, as it was apparent from the 
number of carriages havinff priority of oufs, which were 
waiting in the inn yard for want of horses, that we 
should not be able to depart that night, we took a stroll 
down to the river, leaving the angry postillion keeping 
guard over our vehicle. 

At the ford, just arrived from the Pau side of the 
Adoure, we met two carriages, proceeding to the same 
miserable inn where we were lodged. They were filled 
with a lovely family from our own dear land^ and I know 
not why, before we knew who or what they were, we 
could have sworn to them, and proudly, too, for our 
country people. 

In a few minutes the postillion rode after us, desiring 
U8, in a sulky tone, to pay him, and as we found that the 
postmaster had now returned, we went back with him. 
There was nothing to be said against the law, and in 
consequence the matter was decided in our favour ; we 
paid the sum due, and for the sake of his insplence 
gave the postillion but thirty instead of forty sous, which 
we had been in the custom of paying. 

As soon as he had got it his rage broke forth in the 
most violent abuse of England and Englishmen. Every- 
thing that his fancy could invent in the way of vitupera- 
tion was poured upon us, the more especially as he per- 
ceived that it highly amused a crowd of French laquais 
and postillions, who had nothing better to do than to 
look on. 1 let him proceed as long as he pleased, and 
then, as he was going to mount .iiis Aorse and ride away* 
I stopped him, desired the postmaster to produce his 
register, took a pen from tne ink, and was about to 
inscribe my complaint in form : but now the whole scene 
was changed ; nothing was heard but prayers and en- 
treaties that I would give up my design. The post- 
master gently opposed my approach to the book. The 
postmaster^s wife took nold of the skirts of my coat, 
and assured me that the *' boy was ruined" if I insisted. 
** Utterly ruined,'* echoed the postmaster. He was 
" bon gargon,'" some of the neighbours said, '* but maw- 
vaise tite.'*^ 

I replied, that his mauvaise tile must be corrected, and 
made a show of iit^isting ; but now they became clamor- 
ous. Could I have the heart, they asked, to throw him 
for ever out of bread ? I said that if that were the con- 
«eqaeDce perhaps I might not. They usored me it wa^^ 
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that he would never be employed again, and used so many 
arguments, that 1 had a good opportunity of relinquish- 
ing what I had scarcely intended seriously ; and, with 
a very grave admonition, suffered our youth to ride 
away. 

Of all the wretched places that ever poor traveller 
was tormented in, the most wretched is that inn at Aire. 
No dinner was to be got, for all that was in the house 
had been given to the English family we had seen arrive. 
No milk was to be had for our tea. Only one bedroom 
was vacant, with two dirty beds, filth, fleas, bugs, and a 
bad smell. However, here we laid down in our clothes ; 
but no sooner were we asleep than we were galloped 
over by the vermin in every direction; it was like a 
charge of light horse. At length, with the morning, 
came the happy news that there were horses; and away 
we went towards Pau. I can fancy a Catholic soul get- 
ting out of purgatory nearly as happy as we were to 
leave Aire. 

We now met a great many of the peasantry, men and 
women, riding the short mountain horses. The features 
of the people, as well as the scenery, were here very 
different from what they had been in the neighbourhood 
of Bordeaux, and all showed that we were entering 
Beam. Here, as in many other parts of France, no 
such thing is thought of as a side saddle for a woman, 
who rides exactly like a man, and very often quite as 
well. I once knew a lad)r in Brittany, who, both for 
mustaches and horsemanship, would have done admira- 
bly for a cavalry oflScer. 

The country gradually rose into hills, generally richly 
cultivated and scattered with wood ; but nothing was 
yet to be seen of the Pyrenees. The character of the 
scenery was generally very much like that of Devon- 
shire, but there was a great difference in the peasantry, 
who were here poor and ill looking in comparison. 

Going up a steep ascent, as we approached nearer to 
Pau, we were tormented by a parcel of little, dirty, rag- 
ged children, who, with a peculiar kind of tormenting 
drony song, kept begging by the side of the carriage ; 
there were at least twenty of them, who, with flowers 
in their hands, continued to run by our side for near a 
mile. At length ihey left us ; and, on reaching the top 
of the hill, an unrivalled scene burst upon our view. 
Immediately below was a broad plain, or rather valley, 
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with a little world of its own within its bosom — villages* 
and hamlets, and vineyards, and streams, rich in fertility, 
and lighted up with sunshine — all peaceful, and sweet, 
and gentle ; while directly behind the hill that bounded 
it on the other side, rose th/s vast line of the Pyrenees, 
in all nature's grandest and most magnificent forms. It 
is impossible to describe the effect that such mountain 
scenery produces — one gasps as it were to take it all in. 
After contemplating for any time those immense works 
of nature, if we turn to look at the dwellings of man, 
which seem crouching themselves at the feet of their 
lofty neighbours, the lord of the creation dwindles to an 
insect, and the proudest of his palaces looks like the 
ref\ige of a caterpillar. Before we can reconcile our- 
selves to our own littleness, we have to remember that 
this insect, with his limited corporeal powers, has found 
means to make the vast worM, and all that it produces, 
subservient to his will and conducive to his comfort, and 
then, indeed, his mind shows as exalted and powerful as 
his body is feeble and insignificant. 

I cannot help thinking, that there is a sort of harmo* 
BY between the spirit of man and all external nature ; 
the heart expands and the mind enlar|res itself to all 
tliat is bright and grand. A wide, beautiful scene steals 
OS away from selfish griefs and cares; and it would 
appear to me impossible to do a bad or a base action in 
the presence of these awful raonntains. 
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THE BIRTHPLACE OF HENRY IV. 



. Even in the most monotonous existence, every daj 
{Cives rise to so many little accidents, each of which bears 
its cognment and its counter comment, and its subse- 
quent and collateral ideas, that were one to write a diary^ 
in which thoughts had a place as well as circumstances, 
we should pass one half of our time in recording the 
other. 

Three hundred and sixty-five registers every year of 
one's life ! Ay, and registers- crammed full, too ; for 
where is the man<*whose paucity of ideas is so great 
that he has not at least five in a second 1 If they would 
but invent a way of writing them, what a blessing it 
would be ! for at least fifty escape past redemption while 
one is engaged in transcribing a word of three syllables. 
Thus I have forgotten what I was going to say ! But 
certainly it is the most extraordinary thing in nature, 
and cleary shows of what a different essence is the soul 
from the body, that mind so far outstrips every corporeal 
faculty. Before the tongue or the hand can give utter* 
ance or character to any one word, thought has sped on 
before for some hundreds of miles, called at every post* 
house on the way, ordered new horses and refreshments, 
and is often, alas ! obliged to come back to his master, 
whom he finds lumbering on in a heavy post chaise the 
Lord knows how far behind. . 

But to return, for surely I have quitted the subject far 
enough. If I were to write an exact account of every- 
thing that happened at Pau, and everything we said and 
thought thereupon, it would make a goodly volmne and 
be sufficiently tiresome, no doubt ; but as I anrgetting 
rapidly towards the end of the first half of the period 
which I have undertaken to commemorate, and have yet 
got all my journey through the Pyrenees to tell, I miist 
not dilate. 

Nevertheless, I love narrative and hate description ; 
and I woidd a great deal rather tell evers^thing simply as 
it happened, and what it called up in my own mind, than 
huddle them adl together, like an account of the Chinese 
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empire in a book of geography, beginning with the boun- 
daries and ending with the Lord's Prayer in Chinese. 
However, as it must be done, I will begin boldly, and 

Sive a regular account of Pau, the chief town of the 
assf s Pyrenees — a very neat little place, situated on 
the ridge of a hill, crowned by the chateau where that 
love and war making monarch, Henri Quatre, first saw 
the light of day. In the valley below runs a broad, 
shallow river, called the Gave* of Pau, which frets on 
with the tumultuous hurry of a mountain stream, and 
dashing petulantly over every little bank of stones it 
meets in its way, passes under a pretty stone bridge, 
which leads on the road to the Eaux bonnes, and to the 
village of Juran5on, famous for its wines. Beyond the 
town, proceeding along the ridge of the hill, (which runs 
with the course of the river due west,) there is a fine 
park planted with beech trees, which afford a complete 
shade from the heat of the sun. The highest walk, ex- 
tending for nearly a mile, commands a most beautiful 
and ever-changing view of the mountains, which lie, pile 
above pile, stretched along the whole extent of the 
southern sky. Indeed, they form a scene of enchant^ 
ment, and are never for a moment the same — sometimes 
80 involved in mist, that they form but a faint blue back- 
ground to the nearest hills — sometimes so distinct, that 
one might- fancy he saw the izzardf bounding from rock 
to rock. The course of the sun, also, alters them en- 
tirely by the difference of the shadows ; and tlie clouds, 
frequently rolled in white masses, halfway down their 
peaks, give them an appearance of much greater height 
than when they stand out in the plain blue sky. ^ But 
however they may appear, even at the times they are 
clearest, there is still that kind of airy uncertainty about 
thepi which 'makes one scarcely think them real. They 
seem the bright delusion of some fairy dream, and, indeed, 
I was almost inclined to suppose it a deception, when on 
waking the third morning after my arrival, I looked for 
the mountains, and found that, like Aladdin's palace, they 
were gone — not a vestige of them remaining^— not a trace 
where they had been. The sky, indeed, was cloudy, 
but the day otherwise fair; and to any one unaccus- 

♦ Gtcve signifies water ; and in the Pyrenees this name is given to 
all the mountain streams. 

t The chamois of the Pyreneaa. 
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tomed to mountain scenery, it would appear impossibie 
that any clouds could hide objects at other times seen 
so near. But so it was : for two days we saw nothing 
of them, and then again the curtain of clouds rose ma- 
jestically from beforethem, and left the whole as clear 
andgrand as ever. 

Xhe best view is certainly from the park, where, look- 
ing over the river and the village of Juran9on, scattered 
among beeches and vineyards, the eye runs up a long 
valley, marked at various distances with clumps of trees 
and hamlets, and every now and then a tall poplar or two 
lessening in the perspective, till the first rising rocks ap* 
pear beyond, seeming to block up the pass, and increas- 
ing one above the other, more and more faint and misty, 
till the abrupt *' Pic du Midi^' towers above them all, 
looking like a cloud upon the distant sky. 

The climate of Pan is variable, but never very bad ; 
the changes, while I was there, were frequent, but not 
very excessive. Lodging is dear and scarce, but every 
other convenience and luxury abundant and cheap, so 
long as one keeps within the range of nature's produc- 
tions, for the arts have made but small progress in the 
town since Henri Quatre's times. 

The country round is rich in itself, and richly cultiva- 
ted ; and, indeed, it is not often that scenes of such sub* 
limity are mingled with so much fertility. From the win- 
dow of our Itklging, we could look over a wide view, 
covered with woods and vines, large fields of maize and 
corn, with peach and plum trees growing in the open 
country, and the bright red blossom of the pomegranate 
mixing with the dark foliage of the other trees, and 
forming a strong contrast, not unlike that of the rich 
valley with the rocky mountains beyond. 

The society here is very agreeable during the winter. 
There are many English, who have made it their resi- 
dence ; but it is too distant, and too retired, for those of 
our countrymen whose extravagance, or whose crimes, 
have driven them from their native country ; nor have 
^ny of the coldly proud, or ostentatiously rich, yet found 
their way thither. The English, therefore, are gladly 
received, and even esteemed, by the French of Pau, who 
(unlike the natives of many other parts of France) have 
no cause to be afraid that either their purse or their 
conse(}uence will suffer by admitting British travellers 
to their society. The best parts of the French char- 
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acter, also, are to be met with here, while many of the 
vices which find a hotbed in great cities are lost in this 
retirement. I should suppose that the climate of Pau was 
healthy ; the people seem strong, and with their brown 
skins, small black eyes, long dark hair, and the peculiar 
cap they wear, put me in mind of Calmuck Tartars. 
They are in general short, broad made, and muscular. 
In almost every other country we daily see huge moun- 
tains of flesh, that look like tumuli for entombing the 
soul ; but there is nothing of the kind at Pau. They are 
sturdy, but not fat — well-fed, but not pampered. As I 
am spes^ing of the inhabitants of Pau, I must not for- 
get the nightingales, the lizards, and the butterflies, 
which form no contemptible part of the population. 
The lizards are actually m millions, basking in the sun, 
and walking leisurely about, with all the insolence of a 
tolerated sect. No sooner does the sun begin to set, 
than the nightingale renders the whole air musical with 
its song. There is a little valley just below the town, 
warm, tranquil, and wooded, and here they congregate 
in multitudes, and wait for the night to begin their tune- 
ful competition. I have, indeed, occasionally heard 
them in the day, even here when the day is intensely 
hot, but it is only for a moment — a sort of rehearsal for 
the evening ; and I must confess, that however, beauti- 
ful the notes may be in themselves, they want half the 
charm in the broad light. They seem peculiarly appro- 
priated to the night. There is a sort of plaintive melody 
about them, that is lost in all the gay buzz and bustle of 
sunshine. But at night, when the dull crowd, whose 
feelings are more purely animal, have left Nature to her 
own quiet pensiveness — when there is no sound to dis- 
tract, and no light to dazzle — the song of the nightingale 
comes like the voice of a spirit rising alone .to heaven, 
with that kind of melancholy, solitary sweetness, which 
harmonizes so sweetly with anything vast and beauti- 
ful. 

I am not very well sure that I could make my feelings 
on the subject understood, and therefore I will not try, 
but go on to the butterflies, some of which are extremely 
beautiful. There is a superstition among the common 
people concerning one of these insects they call the 
aneel. They suppose that the ethereal spirits visit earth 
under its form, and that whoever is fortunate enough to 
have one of them in his house, is exempt from the 
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friendly visits of all evil spirits, and from many of the 
common misfortunes of life. On which principle, they 
do not at all scruple to catch them — and, angel or no 
angel, stick them on a cork with. a large pin. But this 
is nothing to a diabolical way they have of making fish- 
ing lines m Spain. 



48 THB PESULTORT VAV» 



FLEUREITE. 



1 KNOW not, in truth, how it has happened, but certain 
it is, that a great portion of the inhabitants of Pau have 
a very strong resemblance to Henri Quatre. One might 
indeed say, here, that he was the father of his people, at 
least there is a great family likeness. However, the 
Beamais are both fond and proud of him. All the shop 
windows are full of portraits of the warm-hearted mon- 
arch, and very often is added that of poor Fleurette, the 
gardener's daughter. She was the first object of his 
love. He was very young, when one of the princes of 
his family passing through Bearn, accompanied him to 
the archery ground. There were many of the youths 
of the neighbourhood shooting for the prize, which was 
a bouquet of flowers fastened on the butt ; and many a 
Bearnais girl looking on, and hoping that her lover 
would be the winner. Among others was Fleurette and 
her father, the old gardener of the chateau. She was 
a lovely, simple, country girl, and the young prince, 
scarcely less simple than herself, felt strongly attracted 
towards the gardener's daughter. Apparently, it was 
without any design that he first began to speak to her ; 
but the charm grew upon him : insensibly his language 
became more ardent, and then first began that sort of un- 
defined courtship, which has from thenceforwanl been 
called " Conter Fleurette." He was so occupied, it 
seems, that he did not even perceive that all the rest had 
missed the mark, till his cousin turned, saying to him, 
" Shoot, Henri ; shoot, Henri ;" and gave him the bow. 
His arrow did not miss, and at once lodged in the bou- 
quet, which was no sooner won than given to Fleurette. 

What were the use of telling a long story about an 
everyday matter ? Henri loved and was loved in re- 
turn ; but Fleurette was a country girl, and her lovey 
was a prince. It is easy to imagine all the stages of the 
business. She commenced by admiring him as her 

Erince ; as such, too, she was flattered and pleased by 
is attention. She began to think less of the rank and 
more of the lover. She forgot the rank altogether, bot 
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he himself became more dear. She loved him not as a 
prince, but as a man, and Yielded as a woman. And then 
ail the golden dreams of hope and passion came hover- 
ing round her. She never fancied such a thing as broken 
faith. She never thought that princes could betray. 
She never believed that Henries heart would change. 
He would love her, and she would love him, until their 
lives did end. His glory would be her pride, and his 
good be her happiness. 

Thus it went on from day to day ; every evening he 
stole away from the castle to meet her. There was a 
pleasure in the 'scenery, though all the world knew how 
matters went ; and when any one asked where the prince 
was gone, the reply was, " Conter Fleurette." 

At length it so happened, that among other guests at 
the chliteau was a fair girl whose rank and beauty gave 
Fleurette some pangs. The work! said that Henri was 
to receive her hand ; and the ceaseless tongue of Fame 
kept ringing it in Fleurette^s ears, till her cheeks began 
to turn pale, and she often wandered into the woods to 
think in solitude. On one fair day, while she was thus 
employed, the prince and her rival passed before her. 
She could no longer doubt, for Henri held her hand, and 
there was an ardour in his eyes, and a tenderness in his 
manner, which Fleurette had wished, and hoped, and be- 
lieved, were never shown to any but herself. 

The hour of their meeting came ; and Henri stole from 
the castle to the place of rendezvous. It was close to a 
spring which, falling from the rock, had formed a deep 
basin for itself below ; and, round about, the trees had 
grown up, nourished bv its waters ; and as if in gratitude 
bent down over the clear still pool, hiding it from the 
rays of the obtrusive sun. 

Henri waited — all was calm, and still, and silent ; but 
there was no Fleurette. He grew anxious, alarmed — 
perhaps his heart smote him. He walked rapidly back- 
ward and forward, when suddenly he saw a scrap of 
paper lying in his path. He hurried back to the castle, 
opened it, and read, ** You have passed near me." 
. The prince's agitation called instant inquiry upon him. 
But all mystery, all concealment was now over; an, 
agony of fear and doubt had taken possession of his mind ;. 
and calling loudly to others to aid in his search for Fleu- 
rette, be hurried, from the chiteau. Servants followed 
with llgfi^ and soon found the unhappy girl, whose aor 

V<^i. II.— « C 
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TOW had been short, though keen. She had chosen the 
wild basin, the spot near which had so often been the 
scene of her happiness, now to be her grave. Her heart 
had never loved but once, and broken to find that love 
betrayed. 

Henri was nearly frantic, but remorse was now in 
vain. Her father, too, who was left in the world alone 
—the tale had reached him, and he came to where his 
poor child lay. His eye first fell upon her lover ; he 
clasped his hands, while agony and wrath struggled bard 
in his bosom. ** Oh that thou wert not my prince !" he 
cried — ^^ oh that thou wert not ray prince," and he cast 
himself down beside her. 

It was long ere Henri forgot Fleurette ; perhaps he 
never forgot her, for that first passion which sheds a new 
light upon our being — the brightest thing onr youth has 
ever known — hangs fondly round remembrance, and 
yields neither to years nor sorrows. Time softens it ; 
but memory hallows it ; and on the tomb raised in our 
heart to past affection, is graven an inscription which 
nothing can erase — ** To the brightest friend c^ our 
youth. Early Love"— so runs the epitaph, " this sepul- 
chre is given by Experience, Memory, and Regret ;" 
Hope too would have added her name, but her eyes were 
dim with tears. 

The character of Henri Quatre would certainly have 
been brighter had he wanted those failings of which poor 
Fleurette was the first victim : yet as a man of strong 

Sassions in a dissolute a^e, as a king, a conqueror, a sel- 
ler ; warm, generous, enthusiastic, our sterner morality 
is but too much inclined to unbend towards him, and to 
attribute his faults to the sanie ardent nature which 
might lead him occasionally into error, but which carried 
him on to so many noble exploits. 

The love that the Bearnais bear to the memory of their 
native prince is beyond all bounds. In the reign of a 
vainer monarch, Louis XIV., a subscription was opened 
at Pau for erecting a statue to Henri.' Louis liked stat- 
ues to nobody else but himself: and though he did not 
absolutely prohibit the proposed monument, he caballed 
and intrigued with the people of the place, till he forced 
them to change their original intention into erecting a 
statue to himself, instead of one to his progenitor. 
It was accordingly fixed in its place with great pomp ; 
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but in an inscription on the pedestal, the Bearaais took 
care to state, that the statue was erected ** k Louis XIV., 
roi de France et de Navarre, petit fiU* de notre grand 
Henri." 

* To Louis XIV., king of France and Navarre, ffrandaon of our 
great Henrjr. The force of the satire is not to be rendered in an Eog- 
ush translation. 
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THE BAUX BONNES. 

Nulle di pill immirabile che tin miolo il pid fertile sotto il clima pift 
bello, ovunque iutersecato di Tive acque ovunque popolato da vil- 
laggi. — Ganoanblli. 

From the higher range of the Pyrenees, which forms, 
as it were, an immense barrier between France and Spain, 
run a multitude of lateral valleys, each enclosing within 
its bosom its streams, its villages, and its plains, posses- 
sing its own peculiar race of inhabitants, its own usages 
and superstitions, and often having little communication 
with any world beyond its boundary of mountains. One 
of the sweetest and (until late years) one of the least 
frequented of these vadleys, is the Valley d'Ossau, which 
leads apparently in a direct line to the foot of the Pic 
du Midi de Pau. I had often stood in the park, and 
looked up the long vista of hills before me, fancying a 
thousand things in the blue indistinctness of distance, 
and lending it as many charms as imagination can be- 
stow on uncertainty ; a longing took possession of me, 
to approach myself nearer to those airy hills whose fairy 
brightness haunted me ; and I was never satisfied till we 
were on our way to the Eaux Bonnes. Of this little 
watering place, lying in the deepest recesses of the 
mountains, report had told such tales, that I got out of 
patience with my own fancy for believing them. You 
stupid fool, said I to Imagination, you are only getting 
up a disappointment for yourself and me ; methinks Ex- 
perience ought to have made you wise by this time ; 
witness all the unpleasant scrapes into which you have 
plunged me. Just as I was reasoning thus with Fancy, 
came by a blind man, led by a dog ; the sturdy cur would 
come into our courtyard for some little affair of his own, 
and kept tugging and pulling at the rope which tied him, 
till the blind man, who felt he was going wrong, but did 
Bot know by what means to set him hght, was fain to 
comply and let him have his own way. So I gave up 
the matter too, and we ordered horses for the Eaux 
Bonnes, for it was impossible for the blind man^s dog to 
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tug him into our courtyard one bit more violently than 
my fancy tugged me into the mountains. And hereby I 
leave and bequeath the simiUtude between a blind man 
and his dog, and any man his fancy, to any person who 
may be disposed to profit by the same; giving up all 
right, title, and claim whatever upon the said similitude 
or simile, and declaring and avowmg that I will have no- 
' thing more to do with it. Always provided, neverthe- 
less, and be it hereby understood and agreed, that these 
presents be no further considered as gift, bequest, dona- 
tion, or legacy, than as far as in me lies to giVe, bequeath, 
or devise, the similitude or simile aforesaid, inasmuch 
as it may have been uninvented, unpossessed, and unap- 
propriated by any other person or persons whatsoever ; 
otherwise, this item to be null, void, and of no effect, 
anything herein before said to the contrary notwithstand- 
ing. 

By the time the horses came the next morning, T had 
^uite resolved to be very much disappointed ; and I got 
into the carriage, with precisely the same sort of un- 
willingness that the animal usually cited as the most 
striking example of consistency evinces when it is 
obliged to run according to its driver's will instead of 
its own. However, the day was fine, and nature seemed 
resolved to smile me into a good humour. We rattled 
down through the town, passed the bridge over the river« 
commented on the number of beggars, admired the view 
of the town from the banks, and then turning in among 
the lesser hills which lie to the left of the Valley d'Os- 
sau, lost at once the prospect of the mountains, and 
might have forgotten that we were in the Pyrenees. 

Indeed, the soft slopes covered with meadows and 
fields, handsome modem houses and pleasure grounds, 
and streams that flowed gently on with scarcely more 
force than sufficient to turn a mill, took from us all re- 
membrance that we were within a few miles of some of 
the. highest mountains in Europe. 

As we proceeded, however, the scene gradually began 
to change ; the houses were less frequent, and seemed 
to gather themselves into villages, the rivers became 
more rapid, and the country, though hiffhly cultivated, 
assumed the appearance of a fine park ; Targe clumps of 
oak and fir, lying scattered in every direction, and the 
tops of the hills hiding themselves in deep plantations. 
Still we saw nothing of the Pyrenees, and even the 
6* 
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Ssople seemed to differ in nothing from the common 
earnais of Pau, except, indeed, that the women had dis- 
carded their shoes as well as stockings, or rather car- 
ried them in their hands instead of on their feet. 

We stopped at last to change horses at Savignac. A 
gentle slope leads from the village through some thick 
trees into the valley; and dashing down with all the 
eclat of fresh horses and postillion, we found ourselves, 
in a moment, in a scene that leaves description, and al- 
most imagination, behind. 

The vsdley winding up to the peak again lay before 
us ; but we were now among the mountains indeed, and 
on either side, at the distance of less than half a mile, 
rose crags, and precipices, and hills covered with pine, 
towering to the very sky, and forming, as it were, the 
impassable walls of the garden into which we were en- 
tering — for it was a garden. Up to the very foot of the 
rocks, and climbing up the hills, wherever a spot of vege- 
table mould was to be found, the highest cultivation was 
extended, and the most extraordinary verdure. The hay 
and the corn harvest were both in progress at the same 
time ; and the new-mown fields appeared as if covered 
with rich green velvet, on which the large trees and 
rocks threw a beautiful transparent shadow. There 
were a thousand little objects of interest that filled up 
every spot the eye could rest upon, and satisfied it alto- 
gether. The valley all along was spotted with small 
villages, which seemed to creep for shelter close to the 
foot of the mountains. Not far on, stood a high rocky 
mound covered with the ruins of some feudal castle, 
and below lay a hamlet with its little church and the 
path winding up to it. Multitudes of small mountain 
bridges crossed the river all the way up its course, as 
it came dashing and foaming over a bed of rocks. The 
crags on either side were broken and interspersed with 
rich hanging wood, and kept narrowing in the distance, 
till they sepmed to meet, precipice over precipice, with 
the high conical Pic du Midi nsing purple above them 
all ; and at the same time the warm sunshine, pouring 
over the hills, gave to all the farther parts of the valley 
a kind of luminous indistinctness. I cannot describe it ! . 
It was a congregation of the grandest and the most mi- 
nute, the most opposite and the most harmonious beau* 
ties, that nature can produce ! 

After having staid some time to admire, we i>as6ed 
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on over a light, elegant little bridge, and followed an 
excellent road towards th6 Eaux Bonnes. In a valley 
which turns away to the left, lay the little town of Alur* 
di, scattered among some lesser hills. Part of it has 
been twice destroyed by avalanches, but the people still 
continue to build up their houses exactly on the same 
spot. 

However grand the hills may appear, the eye, unac- 
customed to such vast objects, does not judge nghtly of 
their height till it compares them to something with 
which it is familiar. The steeple of Alurdi served us 
as a guide to estimate the objects around ; and the effect 
was so extraordinary, that we both laughed on measuring 
it against the mountain behind. I am sure I know not 
why I laughed, for there is nothing in the littleness of 
man's works to make him merry ; but so it was, and we 
went on. 

Approaching Laruns, the valley appears terminated by 
high crags, and we could just distinguish the road to 
Spain, leading into a deep ravine, which seems scarcely 
more than a crevice in the rock. But here, turning on 
to the left, we passed through the town of Laruns itself, • 
which is as odd a building as ever I beheld. Perhaps 
some people might find a great deal of amusement m 
searching into the history of the place, for both the ma- 
terials and structure appear of an antique date. The 
lower story of the houses are only inhabited by the 
cows, pi^, and horses ; and the number of pretty faces 
which the sound of a carriage called to stare at the trav- 
ellers, seemed as if they were looking out of the draw- 
ing-room windows. The streets are so narrow, that it 
is scarcely possible to pass ; neither did I see a shop of 
any kind in the place. Over many of the doors we re- 
marked the form of a serpent interlaced with two bars 
of iron, and the windows, which were without glass, 
consisting only of a kind of Gothic frame of black marble, 
giving an extraordinary churchlike appearance to the 
houses. 

After passing through Laruns, as we entered another 
long valley to the left, we turned to take one more look 
at that which we were quitting. It was quite fairy land, 
a perfect scene of enchantment. The valley, full of vil- 
lages, hamlets, and cultivation, undulating in a thousand 
slopes, and broken by woods and rivers, was all lighted 
up by the clear rajrs of the declining sun ; whi& the 
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^wild heayy rocks and mountains to the west rose in 
deep masses against the sky, no longer separated into 
detached portions, but all confounded in profound shad- 
ow, and airy, uncertain obscurity. 

Language is all emptiness, and fails before anything 
great or strong. Reader, I must take you to the v alley 
d*Ossau, and set you where I stood, and win the sun to 
shine upon it, as then he shone, before I can make you 
comprehend its loveliness. 

We soon lost sight of it. After going on for a short 
time among some English-looking hedge lanes, we again 
came out upon the edge of the hill ; the road passing 
along the brink of a steep descent, at the bottom of which 
ran uie river roaring among the rocks. At one part, we 
found the people engaged in banking up the road, which 
was not upon the surest foundation possible, and which, 
having apparently a strong dislike to an elevated situa- 
tion, was rather inclined to slip down into a more hum- 
ble station in the valley below. The way taken, or 
rather the method in which they were proceeding to 
prop up the road, was somewhat curious. About twenty 
men and women were employed, some in digging earth 
for the embankment, others m carrying it to the spot. 
The machinery of a wheelbarrow never seemed to have 
entered their imagination, but as soon as a shovelful of 
earth was dug out, the women took it on their heads, in 
a small wooden trough, not at all unlike a butcher's tray, 
only not so large, and thus carried it at a slow pace to 
its destination, talking all the way ; so that upon a fair 
calculation each woman could fill up about a cubic yard 
per diem. 

It was not long now before we reached the Eaux 
Bonnes, a little town consisting of about a dozen large 
white houses, thrust into a gorge of the mountains. 
They are generally divided into small bedrooms, and 
fitted alone for lodging the greatest possible number of 
the strangers who come to drink the waters. In fact, it 
looks as if a bit of Hastings, or Tunbridffe Wells, and 
that a bad bit too, had been exported to the Pyrenees. 
The well is highly sulphurous, tasting most disagreeably 
of bad eggs ; but it is supposed to have the most extraor- 
dinary effect in the cure of consumptive complaints, and 
thus, either for fashion or health, there kre a great many 
people who come to drink of its waters. 

Tne morning after our arrival, I wandered down to a 
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cascade in the valley. I have seen much grander water- 
falls, but rarely one more beautiful. By my eye, I should 
guess the height to be about forty feet. The scenery 
round is richly wooded, rocky, and picturesque, and the 
body of water considerable ; but the principal effect is 

J produced by the stream, after having fallen eight or ten 
eet, striking a projecting piece of a crag, and rising back 
again in foam and spray, almost to the same height as 
that from which it fell. It then again descends, rushing 
down over the rock, with a roar which is heard for a great 
distance. At particular times, the sun, finding a way for 
his beams across the woody screen that hides it from 
above, shines upon the foaming mist that always rises 
from the water, and arches it with a sunbow. But I am 
not sure that it is not more beautiful without, in the calm 
simplicity of the white stream, the dark rocks, and hang- 
ing woodl 
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THE EAUX CHAUDES. 



On every nenre 
The deadly winter seizes, shuts up ev'ry sense, 
And o'er his inmost vitals creeping cold, 
Lays him alcmg the snows a stiffened corse, 
Stretched out and bleaching in the northern blast. 

Thomson. 



Blood horses do not suit precipices, I am very well 
aware of that ; but the two beasts which they brought 
. forth to carry us to the Eaux Chaudes were so tremen- 
dously irregular in appearance, so like the mountains 
they were destined to cUmb, that when I got across the 
rid|e of my unfortunate hack, I could have fancied my- 
self astride upon the Pic du Midi. However, they ddd 
very well, much better, in all probability, than tietter 
beasts would have done, and thus they went away, joff* 
ging on, lashing themselves with their tails, and kicking 
most unmercifully to gel^rid of the flies, but always 
with a kind of solemn gravity, which showed them well 
accustomed to it all, and neither at all inclined to dis- 
compose themselves or their riders. As we went on, re- 
turning on the path we had passed the day before, we saw 
all the world in the fields getting in the harvest, trot- 
ting up and down the mountains with their bare feet, 
and as gay as the larks that were singing over their 
heads. To bring home the hay, they gather it into 
laree linen cloths, forming packages very like feather 
be& ; these they roll down the hills as far as they can 
When they cannot do so, they carry them, as they carry 
ever3rthing all through the mountains, on their heads ; 
and difficult as the manoeuvre may seem, we saw more 
than once a girl stoop down to drink at a well, satisfy 
her thirst, and rise again, without ever removing the 
immense load of hay she carried on her head. 

We were soon again in tne beautiful Valley d*Ossau, 
passed through Laruns, and following the road which I 
nave said we saw going towards Spain, we entered a 
deep ravine, or pass in the mountains, where ftve men 
might dispute the passage with a world. There is not 
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more room than for three horses abreast, and the rocks 
around rise high, bare, and inaccessible. At the end-of 
the pass, the nver which we had lost appeared pouring 
out into a deep hollow covered with rocks, trees, and 
underwood, the ravine widened into a narrow valley, 
varying from two to six hundred yards wide, while stu- 
pendous mountains rose on every side and shut out the 
world. Here some pious soul has hollowed out a little 
chapel in the rock, where the traveller may turn in to 
pray ; and there could scarcely be a spot more solemn. 
In these passes, too, the storms of the winter months 
are most tremendous, with hurricanes and whirlwinds 
of snow so dreadful, that it is a common saying, *' Here 
let not the father expect his son, nor the son expect his 
father." I have been told that this proverb originated 
in the story of a youth who had gone to hunt the izzard 
in the valley of H6as, when one of these storms occurred. 
His father, alarmed for his safety, went out to seek 
him. The young man arrived with his game, but find- 
ing his father absent on his account, returned to look 
for and bring him back. It would appear that the son 
had found his parent almost overpowered by the storm, 
and, being strong and vigorous, had taken him in his 
arms to carry him home, for they were afterward found 
lying together buried in the snow. 

A^er keeping for some way alon? the steep which 
overhangs the river to the right hand, we crossed a lit- 
tle bridge called Le Pont Creuse, and passed under the 
rocks to the left. It now becomes a country of cata- 
racts, for every quarter of a mile a stream comes burst- 
ing over the top of the mountains, and descends from 
fall to fall for six or eight hundred feet. A very pic- 
turesque figure presented itself in our way ; it was that 
of a Spanii^ smuggler, with his large sombrero, netted 
hair, and loaded nmle ; and I could not help remarking 
iq. his countenance a kind of wild independence which 
I had not seen among the French mountaineers. God 
knows how he came by it, whether from his race or his 
country, or the continual habit of encountering and 
conquering dangers and difficulties in his illicit traffic ; 
but there was something fine and grand, though bad, in 
the expression, not only of his face, but figure. 

Soon aftef passing him we arrived at the Eaux Chau- 
des, which consists simply of two ranges of houses built 
between the river and the mountain. The style of ^ 
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place is exactly like that of the Eaux Bonnes, bnt it 
possesses several different springs, although the genctral 
nature of the waters appeared to me much the same as 
those of the former fountains. 

Near the Eaux Chaudes is a mountain, called La 
Montagne de la Orotte, from a famous cavern situated 
near its summit, whose extent cannot exactly be as- 
certained, on account of a stream which impedes the 
passage at about three hundred yards from the en- 
trance. 

At the village we made an agreement with a guide to 
conduct us to the grotto. He was a shrewd, intelligent 
fellow, and spoke tolerable French, a thing rather rare 
in that part of the country ; but he had acquired also a 
very excellent notion of the method of cheating travel- 
lers, together with a true French estimation of English 
purses and gullibility. Let me here remark, that the 
inhabitants of the Pyrenees, as far as I have seen, have 
little of the simplicity of mountaineers. The season 
for drinking the mineral waters bringing a great influx 
of strangers to spots at other times almost deserted, has 
taught the people of the country to gain as much as they 
can, and make ha^ while the sun shines, by cheating aK 
the travellers within their reach to the utmost, so th'ctt 
whoever is obliged to employ them had better make their 
bargain beforehand. 

Our guide having furnished himself with the necessary 
candles, &c., we proceeded along the valley, and crossed 
a bridge called Ze Pont d'Enfer. I know not why, but 
in aU mountainous countries they seem fond of attribu- 
ting some of their bridges to the devil. In Wales, in the 
Alps, in the Pyrenees, one half of them derive their names 
from that black personage, who, i should suppose, had 
something more serious to think about than building 
bridges. That which we now passed over had nothing 
very diabolical in its construction ; and having again 
crossed the stream, our guide pointed out to us the 
grotto with a stream pouring down from it into the val- 
ley. It seemed a kind of garret window in the moun- 
tain, which itself was little less perpendicular than the 
sidQ of a house. We were told, however, that we might 
ascend on horseback, and on putting it to the proof, 
found that which had appeared impracticable not only 
possible, but easy, rendered so by means of a zigzag 
pftth, which conducted by easy stages to the very mouth 
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Of tlie grotto. Arrived there, we were obliged to atop 
to cwA oarselves, for the air of the interior vras actually 
freezing. ^ 

I have always been disappointed in grottoes and cav- 
erns ; and this, like all the rest which I have seen, grat- 
ified me but little. It was a vast hole in the mountain, 
filled with large petrifactions in a great variety of forms ; 
one of which, descending from above in the shape of an 
elephant's trunk, kept pouring forth a heavy shower of 
water, forming pools, that emptied themselves into the 
river in the centre. It was altogether far more curious 
than beautiful ; and whether it was that my mind was 
not in train to enjoy, or what, I know not, but I found 
little to interest and less to admire. 

However, after having dined at the Eaux Chaudes, on 
passinfif through the deep ravine by which we had come, 
we had again new subject for pleasure, in the view down 
the lovely Valley d'Ossau. We returned to it with that 
feeling which man experiences on coming back to some- 
thing loved, and we naturally called it our valley. 

It was on the hills near the Eaux Bonnes that I first 
met with that luxuriance of flowers for which the Pyre- 
nees are famous. The morning before our departure, I 
took a walk over the mountains to a cascade higher up 
in the valley than that which we had formerly seen, 
and in the course of an hour gathered more than forty 
different species of flowers, a great many of which I had 
rarely seen before. The butterflies were nearly as 
numerous, and as brilliant in colour, and I was almost 
tempted to catch some of them ; but as I had no means 
of preserving them, to have done so would have been 
but useless cruelty. 

We lingered for several days at the Eaux Bonnes, en- 
joying ourselves much ; for it was one of those spots in 
which we can well live, ** the world forgetting." Every 
morning offered some new expedition through beautiful 
scenery ; and in wandering among the rocks and woods, 
by the side of the bright streams, and over the blue tops 
of those ancient mountains, a calm and placid thought- 
fulness fell upon me, different in every respect both from 
the fits of dark gloom which had been so frequently my 
companions, and from the wild and reckless spirit of 
excitement, by conjuring up which, I strove at other 
times to gain assistance to wage my constant warfare 
against memory. 
Vol. II.- 
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How long I might have remained there I do not know • 
had I not l^en driven thence by a return of my mental 
malady, which, though the fits were less frequent, more 
easily banished, and less painful in their effects, had 
never left me entirely. At Bordeaux I had suffered once 
or twice from the same delusion ; and I only seemed to 
escape by constant occupation of mind and body. 

In the present instance I had roamed out early one 
morning, and had climbed one of the highest mountains 
during the continuance of a fog, which 1 knew to be the 
forerunner of a bright summer day. I was alone ; but 
I ascended the mountain side so far, as to have all the 
vapours below me, and to get the blue sky around me. 
The whole world below was covered with the fog, which 
lay condensed and even, like a calm wide ocean, while 
round about on every side, from the surface of the mist, 
rose innumerable the granite peaks of the mountains, 
offering the same aspect which doubtless they had done 
when they looked down, long centuries before, upon the 
universal deluge. It was an extraordinary scene, and I 
paused to gaze upon it long ; but as the sun advanced, 
ne dispelled the mists, and descending by the valley of 
the cascade, I stopped by the side of the falling water. 
After gazing upon it for a moment, I raised my eyes, 
when suddenly, through the spray of the fall and among 
the bushes on the other side, I saw again that fearful 
countenance. Covering my eyes with my hand, to shut 
it out, I hurried back to the inn, and told my friend 
B what had occurred. 

" Let us return to Pau," was his only reply, and we 
accordingly set out at once. My command over my 
mind, however, was now greater than it formerly had 
been ; and ere we reached that place I had regained my 
calmness, and was prepared to act my allotted part with 
the rest. 
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THE FRIENDS. 

Nor purpose gay, 
Amusement, dance, or song, he sternly scorns. 
For happiness and true philosophy 
Are of the social still and smiling kind. 

Thomson. 

OoR cook — yes, our cook — for we took it into our 
heads to keep house at Pau, and did not repent of it, for 
Therese behaved as well in our household as ever girl 
did ; and besides other merits, could make fruit tarts and 
British dishes, having lived two years with the English 
family, that 1 have said we met at Aire. 

Our cook then, on our return from Uie Eaux Bonnes, 
was called upon for her accounts, inasmuch as cooks 
must eat and drink like other animals, and we had told 
her to provide herself with what she liked during our 
absence. Her bread and her wine formed a regular 
weekly bill apart, but further than that, her expenses 
amounted to— and she was as fine a fat rosy-cheeked 
lass as one would wish to see — amounted to the sum 
of three halfpence per diem. I could scarcely forbear 
laughing, but I did so for the good of society. If I had 
laughed she would have charged the next people two- 
pence a day, as long as she lived, and rightly too, for 
surely no one would be economical and laughed at for 
their pains. 

Two days after our first arrival in this little capital of 
the Basses Pyrenees, we strolled down into a valley be« 
low the town, and loitered along by the banks of the 
river ; seeing several groups pass us, knowing no one, 
and known of none, and perhaps not wishing a little to 
place ourselves in the midst of some of them, and have 
our share of the conversation of Pau as well as the rest. 
At length, however, a party came near, and I began to 
have a strange undefined remembrance of the form of 
one of the persons composing it. I was not wrong, I 
had known her just before she left school ; there was all 
the change from an interesting girl to a lovely young wo^ 
man ; but it was the same person, and she had uot for* 
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gotten me either. We were kindly greeted, and quickly 
became no longer strange even with the rest of the 
party. To know them was to have the highest regard 
for them all. We were glad to seek their acquaintance, 
and acquaintance soon ripened into friendship. Within 
their little circle we found all that could be desired — 
talents, and grace, and cheerfulness, and nature, and in 
their society we had some of the happiest hours we met 
with on the Continent. 

Whether my companion had told tales of my rhyming 
propensities, or whether I had been my own accuser, I 
forget : but I was soon called upon for verses and draw- 
ings. I agreed to contribute if others would do so too ; 
and we once more drew a magic circle round us, in 
which the spirit of poetry and romance rose up and 
whiled away many an hour at our bidding. Some of the 
pieces which I myself contributed I know were bad 
enough. I was sorry that I had written them ; but I 
now only remember one or two, the rest of the tales 
and anecdotes were given by others. The first thing of 
the kind which I shall transcribe was occasioned by a 
lady accusing me of having composed nothing for her — 
I asked for a subject^ but she replied that I must choose 
one mjTself, she would give me '* nothing." 



NOTHING. 
O qwmlwn 9$t m rebus mane P* 
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Tis nothing all— our hopes, our fears. 
Our Dleasure's smiles, our sorrow's tears, 
Our areains of pride, our thoughts of care, 
Are lighter, emptier than air. 

Tis nothing all— the splendid earth. 
The boons of art*s, or nature's birth. 
With all that memory recalls. 
From nothing rose — to nothing fiiiUs. 

The emmet man toils on in vain 
To monument his hours of pain. 
While giant Time pursues nis way, 
And marks his footsteps with decay ; 

Tracing on all that he destroys 
The epitaph of man's short jors, 
The sentence of the great ana small. 
The certainty— 'tis nothing all. 
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*Ti8 nothing all—the mighty man 
"Who conquered realms and worlds overran ; 
What is he now ? — himself— his fame ? — 
A heap of dust — an empty name. 

Rome ! Rome ! where is the wealth, the power, 
The pride of thy meridian hour, 
Thy tyrant standard which, unfurPd, 
Waved o'er a tributary world ? 

Tis nothing all — and CannsQ^s plain, 
And Carthage' towers, and Leuctra's slain, 
And all the deeds that deadless seem. 
Are broken, like an idle dream. 

Without the better hope that flows 
From the pure skies o'er human woes, 
Like sunset ere the night succeed. 
All would be nothingness indeed. 

And yet we love to leave behind 
Some faint memorial to mankind, 
A trace to fellow things of clay 
Of something kindred past away. 

And when Time's work is wrought on me 
Some eye perchance these Unes may see, 
Without which, to the world and you, 
My memory had been nothing too. 

One of the families of which our little circle was now 
composed had passed some time in Brittany ; and among 

the first stories contributed was one by Colonel C , 

under the awful title of, "Le Sorcier," preceded by 
some observations upon that province 
6* 
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V 



LE SORCIER. 

The introduction of customs does much more to con- 
quer a country than even an invadingf army. Loraine, 
Alsace, and Tranche Cornt^, were annexed to France by 
Louis the Fourteenth. By imparting to them the man- 
ners and habits of the French people, he soon rendered 
them easy under their new yoke ; and fettering their 
minds by the chains of custom, he secured himself effec- 
tually against all danger of revolt. Not so in regard to 
Brittany. A decided fief of the crown of France, and 
long, by failure of male issue as well as alliance with the 
house of Bourbon, merged entirely into that kingdom, 
the inhabitants of the ancient dukedom of Bretagne still 
obstinately retained their old manners and customs, 
looking upon their barbarism as a sort of privilege, and 
repelling all attempt at improvement as a commencement 
of tyranny, and a first effort to deprive them of their 
liberties. If, as is very much the case, France in general 
is many years behind England in all the arts of life, Brit- 
tany is at least a century behind the rest of France, but 
more especially that part of the country called La Basse 
Bretagne. We must, of course, except the higher classes, 
the majority of whose members, by long association with 
the rest of the French nobility, have acquired the general 
manners of the country. There are, nevertheless, several 
families who, retired in the wilds of the land, retain, in 
some degree, the habits of their ancestors ; but it is of 
the lower classes that I would speak at present. I saw 
but little of that part of the country, but I heard much 
of it from several persons who had frequented La Basse 
Bretagne, and as far as I have been able to learn, the 
inferior orders are characterized by few but good cus- 
toms. Lazy, dirty, and slovenly in their persons and hab- 
itations, they possess corresponding qualities of mind ; 
they are, I was assured, most frequently obstinate, igno- 
rant, superstitious, and vindictive ; yet at the satne time 
are hardy, courageous, and resolute, opposing a sort of 
sullen, inert, unconquerable resistance to ^1 attacks 
upon either their rights or prejudices. We read of a r€» 
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fractory mule upon whom a lion was let loose, in the ducal 
menagerie at Florence, but who, retiring into a comer, 
received the monarch of the woods on his first attack 
with such a severe kick, that he was fain to forbear any 
further aggression upon so sullen an enemy. In this 
manner did the Bas Bretons receive Louis the Four- 
teenth, who would willingly have given them some de- 
gree of civilization : but they repelled all his efforts ; and 
every foot of the roads which he attempted to carry 
through the forests and wilds of that impregnable coun- 
try, was actually cut at the point of the bayonet. If they 
have at all changed since that time, it has been by such 
very slow and imperceptible degrees, that the ameliora- 
tion can scarcely be traced. They retain their own un- 
seemly garb ; they speak nothing but their own inharmo- 
nious language, they wallow in their own indigenous dirt, 
and, I am told, transmit the itch as an heirloom from gen- 
eration to generation. In many of their habits, they re- 
semble the lower Irish ; but the comparison would be 
unfair to our Hibernian brethren. 

The people of La Haute Bretagne are much more civ- 
ilized, but still, in the lower ranks of life, are a very 
simple, ignorant, poor race, with many habits, and cus- 
toms, and superstitions peculiar to themselves, which 
render them highly interesting to a traveller. 

Having stated thus much, to give some slight idea of 
the people to whom I am about to introduce my hearers, 
I will proceed to tell an anecdote, the authenticity of 
which I can safely vouch for, as it occurred within my 
own immediate observation. 

Every one has heard of the Whisperers of Ireland, 
who pretend to, and really possess, the extraordinary 
art of taming the wildest horses, which they apparently 
accomplish by the simple process of whispering in their 
ears. This faculty of whispering is not at all confined to 
Ireland, however, but is common, in different forms, to a 
great many other countries. Every one has heard of the 
Laplander's habit of whispering in the ear of his rein- 
deer ; and in various parts of Brittany, several of these 
whisperers are to be met with, whose success is invaria- 
ble. They are there called Sorcters, and generally ex- 
ercise the trade of farriers, curing horses of a variety of 
diseases in a manner truly extraordinary. One time, 
being at the little village of B^cherel, we had an oppor- 
tunity of seeing the skill of the sorcier put to the proof. 
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Our worthy host, Monsieur de G , had shortly before 

purchased a beautiful horse, whose on2y defect appeared 
to be, that nobody could ride him ; and we do believe 
that Alexander himself would have found no means of 
taming this Bucephalus. After having spent a whole 
morning, together with our host and his groom, in the 
vain endeavour to conquer the vicious spirit of the ani- 
mal, our friend, Monsieur de G , shrugged up his 

shoulders, with the usual gesture of a Frenchman when 
he is forced to have recourse to some unpleasant expe- 
dient. " II n'y a pas de remede^ said he — " The horse 
must be sent to the sorcier;'' and accordingly he gave 
orders to his garcon d*ecurie to take it down the next 
morning to the village at which the aforesaid sorcier 
made his abode. This occasioned inquiries, the answers 
to which soon determined us not to allow the taming of 
the shrew to iske place without our presence ; and on 
the first expression of a wish to be on the spot at the 
time, our friend, whose hospitable kindness and desire 
to give us all kinds of information and pleasure during 
our visit to his house we shall not easily forget, instantly 
arranged a party for the next morning, in order to let us 
see the effect of the sorcier's power, in the first in- 
stance, and afterward shoot over the ground in our re* 
turn to the manoir* 

About six in the morning we set out, on horseback, 
for the dwelling of the sorcier, with a groom leading the 
horse in question, who remained quiet enough as long 
as no one attempted to mount him. However, after 
riding about six miles, as we came near the place of our 
destination, M. de G resolved to see whether the dis- 
tance might not, in some degree, have quelled the spirit 
of the animal ; and giving his own horse to the groom, he 
mounted the other, who let him fix himself very peace- 
ably in the saddle, but at the moment our friend at- 
tempted to urge him forward, every muscle in his body 
seemed to be animated with rage. He reared, he 
plunged, he kicked, and left no means untried to shake 
his rider from his back. . M. de G was a good horse- 
man, and kept his seat : but he soon found that his situ- 
ation was not a pleasant one, and attempted to dis- 
mount ; but this the animal would not suffer either, rear- 
ing more tremendously than before, and showing a 
stroqg inclination to throw himself over on his master. 
Just at this moment, ^ short, sturdy little man, attracted 
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oy the noise, came foyth from the blacksmith's shop, to- 
wards which we had been apparently directing our steps, 
and approaching the spot, looked on for a moment as a 
spectator, merely exclaiming, Le coquin ! At length, the 
groom, impatient of his apparent apathv, cried out, 
** Mais suffle done, Fran9ois ! II va tombef, je te dis." 

" Does monsieur wish it ?*' demanded the sorcier, for 
such he was. 

"Nom de Dieu !" cried the groom ; *' s'il le veut !" 

As soon as he had said these words the sorcier 
watched his opportunity, and threw his arms round the 
horse's neck, who, not accustomed to such embraces, 
reared more violently than before, raising the little man 
off the ground with him. But he kept his hold, not at 
all embarrassed, and contrived, in that awkward situa- 
tion, to fix his mouth upon the orifice of the animars 
ear. What he did, we know not. No one can suppose 
that the mere breathing in the animal's ear could have 
any effect ; but his hands were occupied holding tightly 
round his neck, and the only thing we could observe was 
that firm pressure of the mouth upon its ear. However, 
in a moment, the animal became less restiff, stood still, 
shivered a little, as with cold, and from that moment his 
spirit was gone. 

Monsieur de G dismounted, paid the sorcier his 

ordinary fee, which was no more than a few francs, and 
after the excitement, and surprise, and all that sort of 
thing, had passed away, we took our guns and turned 
our steps homeward. It may well be supposed that our 
conversation for the rest of that day turned very much 
upon the sorcier; and, after several anecdotes of the 

same nature as the above, M. de G related the folr 

lowing: — 

** Our cur-6," said he, " is a very excellent good man, 
but a little superstitious ; and, about two years ago, 
hearing a great deal about this sorcier, and his feats of 
magic, he considered it his duty to preach against him; 
which he did so effectually, for more than one Sunday, that 
the poor blacksmith lost all his custom ; and as the priest 
had taught the peasantry to consider him as somewhat 
worse than the devil, he might have starved, if a circum^ 
stance had not happened which delivered him from the 
anathema. 

^' Our good cur6 had saved from his stipend a few hun- 
dred francsi with which he determined to buy himself a 
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horse, to enable him to visit the farther parts of his ex- 
tensive cure with less inconvenience. Accordingly, 
when the fair of Dinan came round, he set out, and, con- 
fident of his own judgment, bought himself a beast, 
which, doubtless, he imagined possessed all the qualities 
with which horse was ever indued. It was brought 
home the next day, and in the face of the whole par- 
ish the saddle was placed on his back, and the cur6 
mounted. 

"The horse stood stock still. The cur6 gave him a gen- 
tle cut with his whip. The beast did not budge. The 
priest then applied a smarter blow. The horse lashed 
out behind, and in a minute the cure was seen flying, 
like a black swan, into the pond before his own door, 
while the horse, as if quite satisfied with the exploit, 
stood as immoveable as a stone, with his head down to 
his knees, and his ears bent back upon his neck. 

" What could be done 1 the cur6 was not a man to try it 
again ; and though he ojSered his horse a bargain to 
every one in the village, nobody would buy it. Day 
after day passed, and the horse stood in the stable, ate 
the cure's corn, and did nothing. More than once, the 
idea of applying to the sorcier occurred to the cur6. At 
first he could not resolve upon such a thing, and many 
an argument did he hold with himself concerning the 
propriety of it. At length, however, the necessity of 
the case overcame his scruples, and he determined to 
send him to the sorcier : but how to do it, now became 
a serious question. He had preached so much against 
the practice that he was ashamed of yielding to it him« 
self. 

" At length, however, he took courage, and one dark 
night led the horse with his own hands all the way to 
the house we were at this morning. As soon as our 
friend Fran9ois saw him, ' Ah, monsieur le cur6,' said 
he, * I thought you would come to me at last ; but do 
you think I will cure your horse after you have ruined 
me V The cure now tried all his eloquence, but the sor- 
cier was as hard as a flint ; however, at length he was 
somewhat moved. 

" ' AUons, monsieur le cur6,' said he, ' I will make a 
bargain with you. You have preached me down when 
I 'could do you no good ; you shall now preach me up-^ 
and ru cure your horse.' This was a hard pill to swal- 
low, and Firan^ois would do nothing; to gild it ; but what 
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could the cure do? The priest could get on no longer 
without his horse, and the horse would not budge a step 
under the cur6. So there was only one question asked ; 
• Has the devil anything to do in the matter?' 'Not a 
whit !' answered Francois ; and the horse being left at 
the sorcier's for security, on Sunday we had a sermon 
completely clearing Francois from the accusation of 
dealing with the devil; and on Monday the cur6 was 
cantering all over the country." 

** I will tell you a much more extraordinary story of Sk 
cure than that," exclaimed the colonel's brother, as soon 
as the tale of the sorcier was read. " It occurred in 
Brittany, too, under my own eyes also, while I lived at 
the house of an excellent Breton, a Doctor R . 

" Every one has heard of the mania for leeches which 
has lately prevailed in France. Like all other manias, this 
did not long confine itself to the capital or its environs, 
but rapidly spread to every province and every depart-* 
raent ; and like the blood which, impelled by the heart* 
finds its way to the most minute corners and remote ex- 
tremities of the human frame, the doctrine of universal 
leechification gradually insinuated itself to the ultimate 
ends of his most Christian majesty's dominions. Not a 
canton so small but read the work of Monsieur Brousset ; 
not a town so diminutive but had its regular consumption 
of leeches averaged among other articles of first neces- 
sity ; not an apothecary's shop so insignificant but pos* 
sessed its dozen or two of jars replete with these little 
black benefactors of humanity ; and not a pond or a 
ditch where might not occasionally be seen some un- 
fortunate wight up to his neck in the water, with a pecu- 
liar sort of net in his hand, endeavouring to entrap the 
aquatic practitioners to come and perform phlebotomy 
gratis. If a man had a pain in his head, he was ordered 
to apply leeches ; if he had a pain in his toe, it was all 
the same thing. The gout, the apoplexy, a dropsy or a 
consumption ; the headache, or the heartache, or the 
stomach ache, were all treated after the same fashion ; 
and leeches were voted nam, con. the universal panacea 
applicable to every disease which afliicts poor little hu- 
manity. In short, the doctors were saved a great deal 
of trouble, the patients were probably none the worse, 
the aoothecaries grew fat as well as the leeches, and 
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many a man made a fortune, who, if it had not been for 
his sangsues, would probably have been sans sous. 

" At the time this practice was becoming general, my 
worthy friend and landlord, monsieur le docteur, was 
smitten with the desire of sucking his patient's blood — 
Dot personally, but by proxy ; so that all the words that 
the French academy permit the nation to make use of, and 
which, when I left them, consisted of thirty-two thou- 
sand seven hundred and sixty one and a half,* the word 
most frequently in the mouth of monsieur le docteur 
was sangsue. 

•* But before I proceed further, I must briefly tell you 
what sort of a machine a French doctor in a country 
town is. It is a thing that walks upon two legs, or 
trots upon four, as occasion serves ; that knows nothing 
of medicine, a good deal of surgery, and will go ten 
miles for two shillings. My worthy friend, then. Mon- 
sieur le Docteur , resided at Quimper, in La Basse 

Bretagne. His fame was high, and not without cause, 
so that if a man fell off a tree and broke his neck within 
fifteen miles of Quimper, monsieur le docteur was sure 
to be in at the death. 

" When last I was in Brittany, I spent six weeks very 
pleasantly with the doctor and his family, and, as he was 
a good horseman, and a pleasant companion, I accom- 
panied him more than once when he rode to visit some 
country patients. Thus 1 was conducted one day to the 
little village of Kerethnac, some ten miles from Quimper, 
where my friend had plenty of occasions to exercise 
his curative propensities. One man had broken his leg, 
another had dislocated his wrist, and a third had a sore 
throat. To this last, without loss of time, the doctor 
ordered the application of twenty leeches, seemingly 
sorry that he could not prescribe them for the others 
also ; and having despatched his business as quickly as 
possible, we remounted our horses and returned to 
Quimper. The road was a pleasant one, and two days 
after, when monsieur le docteur proposed to revisit 
Kerethnac, I was not unwilling to accompany him. On 
arriving at our journey's end, 1 went into all the huts with 
my friend. Huts they were, indeed, a combination of 
pi? sty, cowhouse, and bedchamber. But to proceed. 

* He afterward oxplaiued ih^t he had been admitted once to the ma 
king of a new word by the French academy, and left it in the middle..' 
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After having looked at the broken le^r* and ordered some 
camphorated spirit for the dislocated wrist, the doctor 
entered the house of his sore* throated patient, the first 
piece of whose goods and ch^tels that presented itself 
being his wife. 

•* * Well, my good woman,' said the doctor, • how is 
your husband to-day 1 — better, no doubt.' 

" * Oh yes, surely,' answered the woman. * He is as 
well as ever, and gone to the field.' 

'* • I thought so,' continued Monsieur le Doctcur , 

* The leeches have cured him ! Wonderful effect they 
have ! You got the leeches, of course.' 

" * Oh yes, monsieur le docteur, they did him a deal 
of good, though he could not take them ail.' 

*' * Take them all !' cried our friend. • Why, my good 
woman, how did you apply them V 

'* ^ Oh, I managed nicely,' said the wife, looking quite 
contented with herself. * For variety's sake I boiled one 
half and made a fry of the other. The first he got down 
very well, but the second made him very sick. But what 
he took was quite enough,' continued she, seeing some 
horror in the doctor's countenance,. * for he was better 
the next morning, and to-day he is quite well.' 

** * Uraph !' said the doctor, with a sapient shake of the 
head. *If they have cured him that is sufilcient; but 
they would have been better applied externally.' 

*' The woman replied that sne would do so the next 
time ; and I doubt not, that if ever fate throws a score of 
unfortunate leeches into her power again, she will make 
a poultice of them." 

" But there is no miracle in your story, my good bro- 
ther," exclaimed the colonel, as the other concluded ; 
" you vowed you would tell a much better story than 
mine. Now my friend's horse was cured by a whisper, 
your patient's sore throat by an emetic ; the one was mi- 
raculous, the other nothing more than common." 

" Oh, if you want a miracle," replied his brother, "you 
shall have one, and out of the same province also." 



A MIRACLE. 

«* Prince Hohenloe, I mean the great miracle monger 
of Germany, has surely said enough and done enough to 
Vol. II.— 7 D 
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convince Europe, Asia, Africa, and Americat that mira- 
cles are quite as easy nowadays as they were a thou- 
sand years ago, and that good Dame Mature has grown 
somewhat doting, and will let him do anything he likes 
with her. Now, I believe it thoroughly, for more rea- 
sons than one, and do not scruple to call all the world 
fools who disbelieve it. At all events, I am sure to have 
one half of the old women of Europe on my side ; and 
besides, I can vouch the matter from ocular observation : 
that is to say, not that Prince Hohenloe commits mira- 
cles, but that even without him, they are as easy as 
ever — so easy, I am sure I could do one myself. But to 
my tale. 

" There is a deep imbowering lane, hot far from Cor- 
sieul, where the road winds slowly down between two 
high cliffy banks, till it comes to a low dell, through 
which flows one of the clearest streams I ever saw, so 
pure, so beautiful, the peasants have seemingly thought 
it next to sacrilege to hide it even by a bridge, and left 
it openly to traverse the road and wash your horse's 
weary feet before he begins the long ascent of the oppo- 
site hill. Though steep and fatiguing, that road has ^till 
a peculiar sort of charm, which compensates the trouble 
of climbing to the top ; and even were the ascent less 
difficult, one would be tempted to linger long in the 
sweet contemplative shade and silence that hangs about 
it. The rocky banks break into a thousand picturesque 
forms; and wherever a patch of vegetable earth has 
been able to fix itself, there has sprung up the richest 
verdure, varied by a thousand shrubs, and herbs, and 
flowers, honeysuckle, and eglantine, and sweetbriar, 
and the pure, large convolvulus, and the deep-blue per- 
vanche, the lily of the fields, the hyacinth and the violet. 
Above, the trees hang as if planted in the air, and throw 
a green, soft shade kcross the rich tints of the road, 
except where a gleam of sunshine, breaking through, 
catches upon the salient points of the rock, and checkers 
the deep shadows of the leaves with a dancing light. 
The silence to the ear has the same effect as the shade 
to the eye ; for there no sound is to be heard, except 
when some wild bird bursts into song amid the trees 
above, or when a low, sweet murmur rises up from the 
stream below. There is, as I have said, a magical 
charm in the whole, which compels one to linger in his 
progress ; yet there is a reward in store for those who 
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climb to the top ; for suddenly the whole scene changes, 
and one of the most extensive prospects bursts upon the 
eye that can be conceived ; hills, and valleys, and vil- 
lages, and woods, and streams, mingled in gay confusion, 
growing fainter and fainter in the distance, till the far 
ocean closes the whole, looking like a faint cloud upon 
the border of the sky, from which indeed it would scarely 
be distinguished, did not the bold Mont St. Michael ria^ 
abruptly up, and catching all the rays of the sun, mark 
the hmits of the horizon. In front, as a sort of fore- 
ground to the landscape, stands the little chapel o{ St. 
Anne, with a few houses surrounding it, and a group of 
trees sheltering it from the wind. 

" I was one day riding to Corsieul with my friend. Mon- 
sieur R , to see the curious Roman remains which 

have been found in that neighbourhood, when, as we 
mounted the hill, and came suddenly in sight of the 
chapel of St. Anne, we saw a vast variety of booths and 
tents, with a multitude of people — men, women, and chil- 
dren — in all their gay holyday attire, waiting round the 
chapel for the commencement of the mass. 'I had 

forgot that to-day is the fete of St. Anne,' said R 

' would you like to see a miracle 1 There is one per- 
formed here every year.' 

" * Afiove all things, let us see it,' replied I. So we dis- 
mounted, and went into the chapel. There was a great 
many people waiting about, to see (I suppose) if they 
could get a bit of miracle too ; but above all others, we 
remarked one old woman, with whom the saint had to 
deal more particularly. She seemed very poor, and very 
devout ; for, not being able to kneel, from her lameness, 
she sat before the shrine telling her beads, and praying 
as hard as she could ; while a young priest stood beside 
her to keep off the profane vulgar, being probably of 
opinion, with the copy line, that ' evil communications 
corrupt good manners.' However, we remarked that 
her dress was that of a remote canton, and we learned 
from the people round that she was a stranger, come 
from a great way to see what St. Anne would do for 
her. *A prophet is no prophet in his own country,' 
says the old proverb ; and I rather think that saints take 
care not to practise their miracles upon their next-door 
neighbours. However, the mass commenced, and at the 
appointed place the old lady began to ciy out. The 
priests swung their censers at her head, as if they would 
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hnre broken it ; and before the mass was over, the miracle 
was completed, and the lame woman firmly re-estab* 
lished on her legs. 

«« We spent a very pleasant day at Corsieul, and before 
we returned, it was dark. In passing by the chapel of 
St. Anne, however, we saw all the tents and booths illu- 
minated ; cider and eau de vie handing out in abundance ; 
and, in short, a complete fair, in honour of the miracle 
and the saint. Hearing the dulcet notes of a cracked 
fiddle in one of the tents, we dismounted and went in, 
when, to our surprise, we beheld the miraculous old 
lady dancins away as hard as she could, and doing dos-d- 
doM with a bumpkin of Corsieul. Now let those deny 
miracles that like^ — I saw this myself. I do not mean 
to say I saw that the womai was lame, but I will swear 
that she danced." 

Our next evening^s contributions were of a more seri- 
ous character, and the two first came from the pen of 
my excellent friend Colonel W ^ whose long resi- 
dence in India, though it had injured his health, and 
whitened the hair upon his brow, had not taken away 
one ^ikt feeling or impaired one high principle. 



\ 
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THE REPROOF OF ALLI. 



In a country situated at the northern extremity of 
India, and upon the very verge of the delicious valley 
of Cashmere, which it rivalled in beauty and surpassed in 
luxury, lived Alii el Assur, the glory of his illustrious 
house. None of the Oolasses of Afghaunistan had ever 
produced so many great men ; none had ever so glittered 
with treasure ; none had ever so shone in arms, as the 
tribe of Assur. But the fame of his ancestors was to 
the glory of Alii as the pale light of the morning star, 
when the sun begins to beam upon the heavens. The 
day rose upon his splendour but to set upon his magnif- 
icence. Every hour saw his riches increase, and every 
hour saw his power extended. 

But not for wealth alone was he famed; his wis- 
dom and his knowledge were wafted to every quarter of 
the earth. The morning heard his words repeated in 
the east ; the evening listened to his saying in the west : 
the southern star beheld his advice followed, and his 
counsels were borne on the wings of the north wind. 
For in the dawning of his youth. Alii had travelled over 
distant countries, and wandered among unknown people. 
Fringuistan had imparted to him all her arts ; and all the 
wonders of Africa had been displayed before his eyes. 
He had conversed with the moolahs of all lands, and 
spoke the tongues of many nations. 

And AUi knew that he was wise. The prideuof know- 
ledge revelled in his heart, and he said, " There is no 
God, for I cannot see him, neither can mine ear hear his 
voice ; and if there exists a Being governing the mighty 
universe with power and wisdom, why is evil permitted 
in the world 1 and why has he acted as he has done ? It 
is against my reason to believe this thing, neither can 
my mind give it credit." 

At five hours' journey from one of the palaces of Alii 
el Assur there dwelt a certain hermit, who was much 
revered for his wisdom and sanctity, and much loved 
for the mildness of his heart. He lived afar from the . 
rest of his race, because he loved contemplatio)!^. not 
7* 
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that he loved not man : and in the solitude of the desert 
he waited for the angel of death. j 

And a desire entered into the heart of Alii to hear the 
words of the solitary : ** For where is the learned man," 
exclaimed he, " with whom I have not conversed 1 and 
where is there knowledge that I have not sought for 
it 1" i 

He mounted his horse while day was yet young in 
the sky, and, while the dew which evening had left 
still glittered undisturbed on the bosom of the flowers, 
proceeded, without attendan* . to seek the place where 
the hermit made his abode. Nature was robed in her 
beauty, as a young bride, to meet the warm glances of 
the early sun : and the heart of AUi was glad, and ex- 
panded to the loveliness of the world. He directed his 
course by the river Hydaspes, that, like a golden lizard, 
drew along its mazy track, in the beams of the rising 
day. Its limpid waters seemed living in the rays, so 
full were they of motion and of music ; and the rays, 
like divers, seemed to dip through the transparent waves, 
and raise the bright pebbles from the bottom to the sur- 
face of the stream. The banks were covered with 
flowers ; and gay water lilies, like youthful maidens in 
their pride of beauty, danced upon the bending waves. 
All was at first fresh and d'^lightful as the spring of 
early life ; but soon the sun rose high above the moun- 
tains, the birds retired to the shadow of the trees, the 
wild beasts couched in the deepest recesses of the jungle, 
and AUi grew weary and faint with the heat of noon. 
However, the river itself, as if tired of the glare of sun- 
chine, led its waters into the gloom of the forest, and 
Alii, following its course, quickly heard the roaring 
voice of the cataract, and his heart was rejoiced, for the 
dwelling of the hermit looked upon the fall of the waters. 
The sound grew louder and louder, the trees fell away 
from the strife of the stream, and the river again ap- 
peared forcing its way between the high rocks, whicn, 
approaching gradually towards each other, constrained 
it to plunge furiously over the precipice into the valley 
below. 

Sitting at the foot of the cra^s was an old man, 
whose white beard descended below his girdle. His 
dress was as simple as his heart was pure ; his form was 
stately and erect, and his eye beamed with the light of 
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a benevolent spirit. More than a hundred winters had 
shed their snows upon his head, and more than a hun- 
dred summers had led him to the brink of the gprave : 
his look was fixed upon the mist which arose from the 
cataract : his mind was bent upon the cloud which hangs 
over eternity; and his soul was elevated with the 
thoughts of death. 

Alii dismounted and saluted the man of years. ** My 
son," said the hermit, '^ thou seemest fatigued with ex- 
ercise, and exhausted with the heat. Enter into this 
cave, which is my dwelling ; eat of the food which is 
prepared for the stranger; rest and refresh thyself; znd 
when thy limbs have recovered their vigour, and thy mind 
is calmed by repose, come and we wiU hold communion 
of this world, and what is beyond." 

Alii entered the cavern, and retured after a short 
space, and sitting down by the old man, he poured forth 
the thoughts of his bosom. 

** How beautiful is nature !" said he ; " how lovely in 
every season ! how mild in spring ! how gay in summer I 
^ow luxuriant in autumn ! how grand in the winter storm ! 
and yet to man the spring brings illness, the summer yields 
fatigue, the autumn demands his labour, and the winter 
sees his death ! Miserable in the midst of perfection, deso- 
late in the heart of plenty, and wretched is he, even in the 
moment of enjoyment. What is he but a mixture of 
clay rendered sensible to pain, and affections destined 
to be quelled in death 1 And yet this animated mass of 
earthly sorrow vainly pictures to himself a Being whom 
he calls all good, who sees his misery, yet will not alle- 
viate it, and who gave him being but to render him un- 
happy. Can this thing be 1 No ! — there is no God. It 
is but the monstrous imagination of man's own heart !" 

*• What is there," answered the old man, " that has 
not a cause ? And if each thing has a cause, all must 
have a cause ; and that which was the cause of all, must 
have power over all, must love all, and protect all that it 
caused. And what is man, the insect of an hour, that 
he should say, * I cannot understand, therefore I will not 
believe V AUi el Assur ! (for by thy thoughts do I know 
thee,) listen to the words of experience — hearken to 
the voice of years — mark what I shall say to thee ; for 
I am old, and thine own wisdom shall tell thee that my 
words are true. 
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'^ Know then, that at the bottom of the sea there is a 
<^ certain animal, whose size is so minute, that ten of 

them would stand on the point of thy cimeter. This 

animal never stirs from the place of its birth ; and the 

term of its life is shorter than the being of a butterfly. 

; It so happened, that an insect of this kind fell, by chance, 

; upon the back of one of those large amphibious crea- 

V tures which sometimes betake themselves to land, and 

\ thus it was carried within sight of the dwelling of man. 

\ 'When it returned to its companions of the ocean, it re- 

' lated all the wonders it had seen, but found no one to 

believe. 

" ' Thou tellest us,^ said one, < that there is a being on 
tiie earth whose size is immense, and whose faculties are 
so wonderful, that all nature is open to his view ; whose 
vast sight could comprehend the whole of this rock ; 
and, in short, whose senses are excellent in every par- 
ticular: and yet thou sayst, that this being is stupid 
enough to move from place to place without being forced 
to do so ; and has the excessive folly to live on the land 
f instead of dwelling in the sea, the natural element of all 

f creatures existing. But granting even all that to be true, 

i . thou hast also said that this greai being builds himself 

\ a shell to creep into. Now, were he endowed with the 

\ powers you describe, he wotrid of course sit still at ease 

\ in one place, and enjoy the fluid that circulates round 

him as we do. In this, as well as in a thousand other 
> points, thy story is improbable and inconsistent, nor can 

(we believe it, for our senses tell us it is not true.^ 
"•My friend,' rephed the travelled insect, * attempt 
not to scan the actions of a being above thy comprehen- 
sion, nor measure his power by thy own littleness. 
Neither tell me that this being is not, because thy mind 
is too confined to reconcile his deeds to thy own ideas.' 
** Man ! man ! vain man !" continued the hermit, *' how 
much less art thou in comparison to the most high God, 
than is that insect in comparison to thee! Measure 
thyself by that mountain. Art thou not small ? Yea, 
as a worm. How petty is the part which that moun- 
tain forms in the bulk of the earth. That great earth, 
on which thou art but an atom, is little to many of the 
planets ; it is insignificant to the sun ; it is as a grain of 
aust among the milhons of orbs, which even thy limited 
'i Bight can behold in the firmament ; and what is it to th« 
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immensity of eternal space 1* Look at that grain of 
sand : canst thou tell me its fabric 1 canst thou separate 
its parts ? No ! stretch thine ambitious soul ; try to grasp 
the idea of infinity of time, of space, of matter. Thou 
canst do neither. And wilt thou, who canst not com- 
prehend either the greatest or the least, wilt thou meas- 
ure the actions of Omnipotence by the standard of 
thine own littleness, and deny his power, because thou 
dost not understand its operations 1 

^ No, Alii el Assur, return to thine own dwelling, and 
be wise enough to know, that the wisdom of the wisest 
is, to the works of the Almighty, but as a drop of water 
to the ocean, ay, to an ocean of oceans : and hence- 
forward, never deny because thou canst not comprehend ; 
but learn, that with all thy knowledge thou knowest 
nothing." 

* My worthy friend maintains that our knowledge of astronomy k 
very inferior to that possessed by the ancient tribes of Asia. 

D3 
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THE VISIONS OF HASSAN. 

The day faded into twilight ; the flowers ceased to 
look upon the sun : the bulbul poured his notes of mel- 
ody unto the star of the evening ; and sleep stole over 
the sorrows and weariness of the universe. But while 
the eyes of a world were closed, Hassan the destitute 
woke to grief, and meditated on despair. 

" This morning," exclaimed he, ** I was great among 
the greatest, a prince among princes, an eagle on a rock ; 
but midday saw me in the hands of mine enemies, as a 
gazelle struck by the falcon ; and evening beholds me as 
a wandering star, as the genii torch which is hurled into 
the vacancy of night : cast down from my throne, ex- 
iled from my land, wandering, I know not whither. Oh 
Allah! Allah ! great is thy wi^om, and merciful thy prov- 
idence ; suffer not my heart to blaspheme, nor my soul 
to doubt that thou art the highest/* Thus saying, Has- 
san cast himself upon the earth, and groaned in the bit- 
terness of his misery. While he lay thus prostrate and 
grovelling, like a slave upon the ground, he heard a 
voice, like thunder, echoing through the mountain. 

" Hassan !" said a vciice, " weak child of clay, hum- 
bled in thy career of pride, dost thou murmur that God 
hath chastised thee 1 Now look into the valley before 
thee, and say, what dost thou see V* 

Hassan raised his head and looked into the valley. *' I 
Bee," replied he, *' a great stream, and there is a cloud 
at its source, and a whirlpool at its conclusion, so that I 
see not from whence it comes, neither behold I where- 
unto it goeth." 

" That," said the voice, " is the stream of life. The 
cloud is the time of man*s birth. Beyond is the eter- 
nity past. The whirlpool is the time of man^s death, 
and beyond is the eternity to come. All must float from 
the one to the other, and what man shall say that his 
lot is harder than another ; for death is a cup of which 
all must taste, and life is a trial which all must endure. 
Therefore is God good from the beginning even unto the 
end. Now bow down thy head unto the earth, give 
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praise unto Allah, and then look into the valley once 
more." 

Hassan did as the voice commanded. 

" And now what seest thou V said the voice. 

«•* 1 see," answered Hassan, *^ a cottage and a palace ; 
and there is above them both a fearful storm of light- 
ning and thunder ; and, lo ! the bolt strikes the palace, 
and the cottage is untouched." 

" That palace," said the voice, ** is prosperity, and 
that cottage is adversity. The lightmng strikes the 
proud and passes by the humble, and glory is due to 
God, for his name is The Impartial. And again, what 
dost thou behold V 

'^'I see," said Hassan, '*a large nest upon a high 
place, and in it there lies a young bird. A fox ap- 
proaches the nest, and the young bird is destroyed ; and 
now behold an eagle drops upon the fox, and it also is 
no more," 

'^ Thou shalt not hurt the smallest," said the voice, 
" lest the greatest frown upon thee ; nor shalt thou in- 
jure the weakest, for the strongest beholds thine ac- 
tions ; and glory is due to God, for his justice is retribu- 
tive. Now bow down thine head and pray, that thou 
mayst be able to endure." And Hassan prayed. " Once 
more, what dost thou behold 1" 

*' It is my capital city in flames," said Hassan, with a 
firm voice ; " and I see my palace crumbling in the fire, 
and [ see a woman striving to escape ;" and the voice 
of Hassan became weak, as with great fear. '*0h 
Allah ! save her !" cried he ; ** it is her I have in- 
jured ! it is Zelekah ! it is my beloved !" and he started 
forward to snatch her from the flames ; but as he was 
about to plunge over the edge of the precipice, his arm 
was caught by one behind him. The vision passed 
away, and the valley once more relapsed into the dark- 
ness of night. 

Hassan turned round, and by the trembling light of 
the stars beheld a man of venerable years and benevo- 
lent deportment. Hassan was about to speak, but the 
old man commanded him to listen ; and Hassan instantly 
remembered the voice he had before heard. 

** Listen unto me," said the old man, " for what thou 
hast seen is all a vision. Thy capital city sleeps in 
peace ; but it is no longer thine. Thjr palace still stands 
in its strength; but thou art an exile from its walls. 
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Thy Zelekaih lives secare ; but thou hast lost her by 
thine own passions. I am thy good genius, and hadst 
thou before listened to my voice, thou wouldst have 
been even now the lord of a fair land ; the master of a 
willing people ; the bridegroom of thy beloved. When 
thou soughtest first the love of Zelekah, the cottage girl, 
did not a voice remind thee, that thou hadst vowed to 
wed the daughter of the calif, and none but her ; and did 
it not whisper, that though without vice thou mightst 
sacrifice thine ambition to thy passion, it was criminal 
to break thine oath, and dishonourable to forget thy 
promise ; and when thou didst carry away by force the 
girl that loved thee well, but loved virtue better, did not 
the same voice say, * Thou art acting wrong ; thou art 
misusing the power of a prince ; thou art violating the 
rights of th^ people.' Man, man ! must thy good genius 
ever speak in thunder to make thee hear ?" 

Hassan hid his eyes with his hands, and the geni went 
on. 

•• Thou art punished by the loss of thy throne ; thou 
art punished by the loss of thy beloved : but still more 
{i shait thou be punished by hearing that Zelekah, the cot- 

^ tage girl, was the daughter of the calif — was thy prom- 

]| ised bride — whom the wisdom of her father had absented 

?>, from the too ffreat splendour of his court.** 

•'Allah! Allah!" cried Hassan; "deeply, but justly, 
hast thou chastised my wickedness.'* 
' " There is peace," said the geni, ** in repentance. It 

/ is still in thy power to retrieve thy fortunes, and thou 

fthalt ever be wiser from thy sorrows. Go, and remem- 
7'/ ber, that when thou thinkest thyself most alone, then is 

the eye of God upon thee, and that every bad deed in- 
curreth the wrath of him, to whom the greatest sover- 
eign of the earth is but as a worm, yea, less than the 
jneanest of insects. That God himself is good, and by 
no means will he endure evil." 
g Hassan cast himself at the feet of the geni ; but when 

flp he raised his eyes, the old man was no longer there, and 

yr he found himself lonely on the brink of the precipice ; 

but nevertheless his heart was much lightened, and his 
mind was calm ; and instead of yielding to despair, he 
now prepared for whatever fortune could inflict, or con- 
stancy endure; and laying himself down, sleep came 
over his eyes, and lulled the sorrows of his heart. 
The morning was bright in the east ; the sunbeams 
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wandered over the hills; the flowers perfumed the early 
breeze ; the woods were melodious with the warblifsf^ 
of the birds ; and creation was animated with the wa« 
kening hum of life ; when Hassan woke from his slum- 
bfM*, chastened by adrersity, and strengthened by repose. 
** When," said he, •* when have I, on the glittering alcove, 
resting on softness and surrounded by luxury, when have 
I tasted of calm so unbroken, and sleep so grateful, as 
on this barren rock, unguarded by any but by Providence, 
and unseen but by the eye of the Almighty." And kneel- 
ing towards Mecca, he said the prayer of the morning. 
When he had concluded, he rose, and descended into the 
valley below, by a narrow path which wound round the 
side of the mountain. 

At the bottom of the hill, surrounded by tall palm trees, 
rose a spring of clear water, pouring music and fresh- 
ness upon the air around ; and as he drew nigh, Hassan 
beheld the form of a woman bending over the fountain, 
and a strange feeling came over his heart, a mingling of 
joy and fear ; for he felt as one that comes back to the 
home of his fathers, and knows not what tidings^ shall 
greet his return. But as he drew near, he saw a leopard 
couching among the trees, and prepared to spring upon 
the -girl beside the fountain. Now the heart of Hassan 
was as the heart of a lion, calm, and without fear ; and 
drawing his cimeter, he smote the wild beast and drove 
.him forth, wounded and howling to the woods ; and turn- 
ing towards her he had saved, as his mind had presaged, 
he beheld the light of his soul. 

Zelekah extended her arms towards him. 

** Oh, Hassan !" cried she; '* and have I then found 
thee 1" 

Hassan pressed her to his heart. 

" Did Zelekah seek for him that had wronged her !" he 
asked ; ** could she still love the tyrant who tore her 
against her will from the humble habitations of peace, 
and the lowly mansions of uninterrupted quiet 1" 

Zelekah answered not, but her silence had a voice, 
and Hassan's heart was glad. 

" Oh, Zelekah !" said he, " I have learned by my fol- 
lies and my punishment, what experience will teach to 
all men, that adversity may try the body, but that our 
soul is tried by prosperity. I have failed in the ordeal, 
and am unworthy to enjoy the advantages which my 
own deeds have forfeited, and which the hand of justice 

Vol. II.— 8 
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has withdrawn ; but still if thy love remain, Huecj^n is 
happier as an exile than as a prince. Come, let us retire 
to some huinble spot ; far from cities and from man's 
resort, where we may live with peace the number of our 
days ; and when Azrael shall knock at our gate, we shall 
meet the angel of death with resignation." And Hassan 
and Zelokah fled from the world, and found peace in 
solitude. 

Time flew away with his silent wings, changing the 
face of the world ; and a heavy war vexed the kingdom 
from which Hassan had been driven. The people re- 
membered him with regret, and began to ask among 
themselves, " Why have we not Hassan, who led us on 
to victory ; on whose cimeter sat the death of our ene- 
mies 1 Hassan the strong arm of war — the mighty man 
in .the battle — the prince that we have chosen is slain, 
and our foes rejoice in our defeat. Why have we not 
Hassan to deliver us from our enemies V 

And Hassan heard the tidings ; and baring his arm, he 
flew to the battle, and smote the enemies of the land : 
and the people rejoicing, seated him gladly on his throne. 
Zelekah shared his joy, as she had shared his sorrow ; 
and peace and abundance dwelt in the land, and justice 
and mercy stood on each side of the throne : for Hassan 
never forgot his vision on the mountain, and remem- 
bered that God is good, great, and impartial ; and that 
evil wiU by no means be endured by the Almighty. 

After such efforts to amuse and instruct as these on 
the part of one so much more entitled to repose than 
ourselves, neither I nor the friend who was with me 
could refuse to do our best in some more laboured com- 
position than a few verses, and by thet third night after 
we had produced the two tales which follow. 
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THE STORY OF AZIMANTIUM 

We are weary of the present — let us turn and rest our minds for a 
While upon a tale of the past. 

Therb was a dreamy stillness in the air — ^tnere was a 
golden glory over the sky — there was a music in the far- 
off hum of distant nature sinking to repose — there was a 
fragrance in the soft breath of the valley, as it stole tim- 
idly through the multitude of drowsy flowers, as if afraid 
to wake them ,from their evening sleep ; all told of one 
of those few days which last in loveliness from their 
dawning to their close — so full of every fine essence of 
joy, that we tremble to see them pass, lest we should never 
find an3rthing so beautiful upon earth again. The whis- 
pering murmur of the small long waves, as they wooed 
the quiet sands upon the seashore — the pale and timid 
lustre of the stars, as they shone out, one by one, through 
the still purple heaven — the slow changes of a rosy cloud, 
as it dalued with an unseen wind— spoke peace ! Peace, 
the first, last, great blessing — the mightiest of promises 
— the object of virtue, of wisdom, of knowledge — the 
orily desire that experience leaves-^the hope beyond Our 
life — ^the glory of eternity — ^peace ! 

High eyried on the rocky eminence, where now the 
overthrown stones of a massy wall tell of cities and 
their dwellers, passed like shadows down the dim vista 
of the gone, stood the fair town of Azimantium, with its 
long-disused battlements, its temples, and its columns, 
marked in fine lines of shadowy purple, high upon the 
broad expanse of the rich evening sky. The mountain 
on which it stood, clothed in the splendid robe of the set- 
ting day's calm violet colour, hung over the valleys and 
the plains around, with an air of protecting majesty. On 
one side a gentle slope, covered with green pastures 
and clumps of high trees, with ever and anon a temple 
or a villa in their shade, declined softly towards the fair 
land of Greece — the country of poetry and song:— to 
which Azimantium- had long belonged. Two other sides, 
that towards the Euxine,* and that which looked over 

* See Procopius de Edificiis, 1. iv. chap. zi. Sereral reasons bar* 
induced me to place Azimantium on the very shores of the Eiudae. , 
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Thraco, were rough and steep, broken with gigantic 
crags ; and though many a piece of smooth short turf 
intervened between the masses of cold gray stone — 
though many a tree waved its leafy arms, as if in 
sporty above each rugged chfT, and many a green para- 
site trailed its fantastic garlanding of verdure over the 
harsh and stony limbs of the mountain — no footing was 
there for things of mortal mould. The goat, the sure- 
footed goat, looked down, with sidelong glance, from the 
flat summit above, but tempted not the descent ; the fox 
earthed himself at the foot ; and but the eagle, of all liv- 
ing things, in his kingly loneliness, chose it fbrhis dwell- 
ing, from its very solitude. The fourth side turned to- 
wards the barbarian enemies of the Grecxaji name, and 
frowned defiance in one savage, dark, unbroken preci- 
pice. ,: 

But now all was peace around. Splendour, and feast- 
ing, and music reigned through the Grecian empire. 
The brow of every man was calm and joyful, the voice 
of every one was rich in poetry and song ; and it would 
have seemed that nothing but a smile had ever curled 
the lip, or danced in the eye. Oh fatal softness ! oh hard 
lot of man! that peace can never rest without power! 
that enjoyment can never continue without strength! 
that the shield, and the glaive, and the javelin should be 
the only safeguards of tranquillity ! 

All was peace. Manv a century of decaying years had 
■wept over the proud fabric of the Roman Empire, and 
what had been mighty was now hastening towards a 
Dame. The men who had conquered a world, mouldered 
in the dust ; and their children were contented to enjoy. 
The arms which should have wielded the sword, or 
braced on the shield, now only raised the cup, or struck 
the lyre. Voices which, in former days, would have 
breatned the soul of freedom to the swelling hearts of a 
mighty people, or pleaded for the laws before that senate 
wmch snould have been immortal, now sang the loose 
and ribald song, in the halls of luxury and the resorts of 
intemperance, or urged some vain and subtle theme, in 
schools that had become schools of folly. Honour was 
120 longer to the brave, or to the good; and, though 
peace spread over the 'whole Eastern realm, it was peace 
bought by tributary gold, won by degradation, and spent 
in effeminacy, indulgence, and vice. 

OiM imau city akme of the whole empire still held 
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iKrithin its walls the nobler spirit of Rome's ancient dam 
One small city alone, like an altar to some sublime but 
nearly forgotten deity, upheld the flame of virtuous cour- 
age — simple, grand, noble, independent — enjoyed the 
smile of peace, but feared not the frown of war, reposed 
without softness, and rejoiced without debauchery. That 
city was Azimantium. Its youth, trained to the nobler 
amusements, only descended from the free mountain air 
of their sky-surrounded dwelling, to war with the wild 
beasts of the forests around, or to chase the swift deer 
over the Thracian plains. Such were their sports of 
peace ; and if a lingering influence of the genius-breath- 
ing climate taught the Pentelican marble to start into 
life, woke the Achaian flute, or struck the Teian lyre, the 
godilike spirit of a purer age gave fire to the song and 
vigoUr to the statue. 

The mighty and majestic scenes amid which they 
beat, raised and dignified the hearts of Azimantium ; and ' 
though the passions of humanity were there in all their 
force, the better soul, the nobler purpose of the mind, 
linked those passions to all that is grand and dignified in 
nature. The aspirations of the spirit, and the desires of 
the body, were not waging the horrific struggle mutually 
to destroy each other ; but, joined together in thrilling 
fellowship, like the immortal twins of Laconia, they 
4strove alone to guide and elevate each other. * Love 
dwelt in. Azimantium; but it was that brighter love, 
wherein the radiant share of the deathless soul invests 
the eartMy portion with a blaze of light. 

I have said that it was the evening of a summer da^ 
— a day such as is hardly known to more northern cli- 
mates — a day on which the kingly charioteer of heaven 
seems to hold some high festival, and robe himself in 
more majestic lustre. The sunshine had passed, and it 
was evening — ^but an evening full of rays. It seemed as 
if some mysterious power had robbed the daylight of half 
its beams, to weave them into purple with the dark-blue 
woof of night, and then had studded it over with golden 
stars, to curtain the cradle of the sleeping earth. 

Through the still calm valleys at the foot of the moun- 
tain of Azimantium — by the side of the living stream that 
sparkled onward on its brief gay course — amid tall and 
scattered trees, where the nightingale raised his glorious 
anthem to the first star — wandered two of the children 
of that city, who had seen no other dwelling, and never 
8* 
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desired to do so. They had risen from infancy in scenes 
which had every day grown dearer ; and as years had 
flown, mutual love, uncrossed, unopposed, untainted, had 

given those scenes a light, whose spring was in their own 
earts, a charm wrought by that potent magician, Affec- 
tion. They loved as fully as mortal things can love ; 
and from all external nature, from every song, from every 
sight, a sweet communion of thrilling etnoyments gath- 
ered itself round th^jr mutual hearts. The memory of 
all their past was together ; the joy of the present was 
tasted together; the future — misty and vague as that 
dimprofound must ever be — they never dreamed could 
be otherwise than, together. One month had yet to 
dy ere the dearest, because the most durable, tie was to 
bmd Honoria and Menenius for ever ; and now they wan- 
dered alone through those sweet valleys, and amid those 
soft scenes, unwatched, undoubted, by those whose duty 
was to guard and protect, because there was not one 
heart within the bounds of the city who dared to think 
that Honoria was unsafe with Menenius. 

They talked of love and hope ; and those bright visions 
that, in the summer morning of our youth, dance before 
our dazzled and untaught eyes, came thick upon them : 
and they lent each other willing aid to raise fabric after 
fabric, out of thin air alone, till the unsubstantial archi- 
tecture reached to the very sky. Oh how they dreamed I 
and though a sultry and unnerving air grew up, one knew 
not whence, casting a sort of doubtful faintness on Ho- 
noria's frame ; and though vague rumours of dangers to 
the state, and new demands from the pensioned enemies 
of the Eastern Empire, had reached the ears of Mene- 
nius, an atmosphere of their own hope surrounded them, 
in which joy seemed to breathe secure. 

They had wandered long, pouring their souls into each 
other's bosom, till at length they turned to mount the 
gentle ascent that led them to their home. And yet they 
Ungered, and yet they paused to take another look over 
the twilight world which spread out beneath, wider and 
wider at every step as they ascended ; and to say, " How 
fair r' and still to speak one kind word more. As thus 
they paused beneath a group of tall trees, near which an 
ancient tower marked the burial place of the great of 
other days, and stretched their eyes over the darkening 
landscape, a sudden feeling of terror shot through Ho- 
viiorta*i w pe ait sh e knew not why. She beard nothijig. 
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she felt nothing, she saw nothing, which could awaken 
fear, and yet with a sudden and instinctive impulse she 
clang to Menenius, exclaiming, " What is commg?" 

The horses that were feeding on the slope, with a 
shrill cry broke in madness down the hill; an eagle 
started from the rock below, and screaming, soared into 
the sky ; while the lover cast his strong arm round her 
he loved, and unconsciously laid his hand upon his sword. 
All felt the dreadful coming of some great change. 

It came — with a roar like the accumulated thunder of 
a thousand storms ! The lightning, bursting from no 
visible cloud, swept over the clear blue sky, and shone 
among the stars ; and in the livid blaze, the towers of 
Azimantium, with each line dark and clear on the broad 
glare, were seen to quiver, and rock, and fall ; while, be- 
neath the lover's feet, the earth heaved and panted, as if 
the globe were ^nt with dying agonies. The air was 
one wild scream — the- sky, from pole to pole, was all on 
lire — the ground refused its footing. Then came a mo- 
ment of dead calm. All was silent ! all was still! and 
Menenius felt Honoria's arms relax the terrified clasp in 
which they held him. " It is over, beloved,'* whispered 
he, as if to break the restored tranquillity even by his 
voice — '4t is over; thank God, the earthquake has 
passed by !" 

But before the words were well pronounced, a fitful 
gleam, a broader flash, another roar, swept through the 
air; the ground yawned and quivered; the tottering 
tower beside them was hurled in crashing ruins over the 
brink. Menenius caught at a tree for support ; but it 
too, shaking like a willow bough in a storm, swayed to 
and fro, and staggered as if plucked up by some gigantic 
force. Its boughs crashed ; its centuried roots gave way^ 
and rushing on those who had sought support in its 
strength, it overwhelmed them in its descent. Whal 
was the lover's only thought as he fell 1 To save her he 
loved ; and by a sudden, scarcely conscious efibrt of all 
his natural vigour, he kept her off, while the uprooted 

tree was dashed upon himself. 

« • • • • 



The earthquake had passed by, and become a thing of 
memory. Nineteen of the towers of Constantinople 
had Men ; the walls of Azimantium lay fafdMn andoe* 
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stroyed ; and on the day which was to have lighted the 
marriage torch for Honoria and Menenius, the lover lay, 
slowly recovering from the evening of the earthquake, 
and the beautif'jl girl watched him with glad yet anx- 
ious eyes. The father of Menenius, too, stood beside 
him, and marked the reviving glow in his son^s cheek 
with joy, although there was a deep and thoughtful shad- 
ow on his brow, which brightened into something of 
triumph and of hope, as his eye ran over the bold and 
swelhng muscles of his frame, and thought that but a 
few days more would restore that frame to all its pris- 
tine vigour. The triumph and the hope* were those of a 
true son of ancient Greece, for they were kindled and 
inspired by the proud thought that the energetic strength 
of mind and body which were no longer united in him- 
self, would, in his son, prove the safeguard of his coun- 
try. 

He had news to tell which might well have quelled 
the feeble spirits of that degenerate age, but Menenius 
was a child of Azimantium, and knew not fear, even 
though crushed, and sick, and wounded. He had borne 
the cautions of the leech, and the restraint of a sick 
chamber, with somewhat of impatience and disdain ; but 
when his father told him that the false Bishop of Margus 
had opened the gates of that city to the barbarian Attila, 
the destroyer of arts, the waster of empires, the scourge 
• of God; that unnumbered myriads of the Huns were 
pouring over the frontier barriers of the Eastern Empire ; 
that Sirnium and Sardica, Ratiaria and Naissus, had 
fallen, and that but a few days more would see the blood- 
gorged savages beneath the rocks of Azimantium, Me- 
nenius became docile as a lamb to all that might hasten 
his recovery. 

Honoria^s cheek grew pale, and her lip forgot its smile, 
but not a word of fear was breathed upon the air, and her 
dark, dark eye shot out rays of more intense and bril- 
liant light, as she gazed on each piece of her lover's ar- 
mour, and scanned them jealously for fault or flaw. 

• • • # • 

• • • * « 

• • • • # 

There was a cry through the whole of Greece, " They 
come ! they come !" Over the fields, through the val- 
leys, on the mountains ; from voice to voice, and castle 
to eastle, and city to city, the cry went forth, " Death to 
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the nations ! They come ! They come ! Vultares, pre- 
pare to feast ! They come ! They come !" 

All fell down before them or fled, and those who tim- 
idly spoke but the name of war, died by their own 
hearths. Fortress after fortress, town after town, was 
attacked and taken, and plundered and destroyed ; not 
one stone was left upon another, and captivity and the 
sword shared the children of the land between them ; 
and still went on the cry, " They come ! They come ! 
Vultures, prepare ! They come ! They come !" 

The weak luxurious Romans of that degenerate day 
knew not the very arms with which to oppose their 
barbarous enemies. -What did the song avail them t 
What the dance? What the wine cup and the feast? 
Could the soft-tongued sophist cheat the dark Hun from 
his destined prey ? Or the skilful lawyer show Attila 
the code which forbade the sti-ong to plunder and sub- 
ject the weak ? No, no ! After three disgraceful scenes 
of defeat, all fled, or yielded, or died, or were made 
slaves, and the whole land was red with flaming cities i 
and with bloodstained fields. 

At length, the watchers on the steep of Azimantium 
beheld a dim cloud sweeping over the distant prospect, 
so vast, so mighty, that the whole land seemed teeming " 
with a fearful birth. ** They come ! They come !" was 
all the cry. " They come ! They come ! The mjrriads 
of the North ! Warrior, prepare your swords ! They 
come ! Th^ come !" 

On they swept, like the wind of the desert. The ruined 
walls -of Azimantium, rifted by the earthquake, offered 
nothing to oppose their progress. Three sides, indeed, 
.were defended by Nature herself, but the fourth was free, 
and up the soft slope they rushed, tribe upon tribe, nation 
upon nation, flushed with conquest, hardened to massa-* 
ere, eager for spoil, contemptuous of danger and death. . 

Across the narrowest part of the approach — ^where 
the steep natural rock on one side, and the chasm left by 
the overthrown tower on the other, impeded all passage 
but by the smooth ascent — in long bright line, with 
casque, and buckler, and blade, stood the youth of Azi- 
mantium, between their dear familiar homes and the dark 
enemy. On rushed the Huns, with glad eyes gleaming 
in the fierce thirst for blood. The horsemen came first, 
their harness loaded with the golden ornaments of plun- 
dered cities, and hanging at each knee the bleeding iiead 
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of a fresli-slain Greek, while myriads of foot swarmed 
up behind them, so that, to the eyes above, the whole 
steep appeared alive with a dark mass of rushing ene- 
mies. An ocean of grim faces was raised to the devoted 
city, and glared upon the young band of Azimantines, as 
the first prepared sacrifice to the god of victory. 

Nearer and more near they came. Forth flew the 
Scythian javelins, and, repelled from a thousand shields, 
turned innocent away, and then, the gazers from the 
house tops of Azimantium might see the closer fight 
engaged. The unbroken line of gallant champions still 
maintained the strife against the swelling multitude that 
rushed like a tremendous sea upon them. Barbarian 
after barbarian fell stricken from his horse, and still they 
saw the battle rage, and swarms of fresh enemies pour 
up to the assault Still waved the swords, still advanced 
the spears, and still the bands of Azimantium held their 
narrow pass, while behind them stood the old men of 
the town, to encourage them by the presence of their 
fathers — to carry them fresh arms — to bear away the 
dead. 

But oh what a sight it was, when first the gazers be- 
held four of the parents separate from the rest of the 
wavering crowd, and, bearing a heavy burden, come 
back towards the city ! Oh with what terrified speed 
did mothers, and sisters, and wives, and the beloved, 
rush forth to meet the ghastly spectacle, and learn the 
dreadful truth! And oh, how they crowded round, 
when the old men laid down their load, and, the cloak 
cast back, showed the fair boy stricken in his spring of 
beauty, the red blood clotted in his golden hair, the 
energy of being passed from his young eyes, and the 
" pale flag of death advanced" where joy of life had 
reigned. 

His sister wrung her hands, and tore hcTr hair, and 
wept, but his mother gazed calmly, proudly, painfully, 
upon the clay. Then landing down to take one kiss of 
his cold cheek, •* Weep not," she cried, " weep not, 
Eudocia, for your brother ! He, the first, died for his 
country ! My child is in heaven !" 

•* They come ! They come !" was shouted from be- 
low. " Fly to the altars ! Lo, they come ! they come !" 
and breaking through the line of brave defenders, on 
rushed a body of the Huns. On, up the steep they urged 
their horses, reeking with blood and battle — on, on, to* 
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wards the city. The women fled to the churches and to 
the shrines, but there was none to defend the town ; the 
streets *were vacant ; the youths and the old men had 
alike gone forth to the battle ; the Huns were at the 
gate, and all seemed lost. 

It was then that Menenius, red from the brow to the 
heel with the blood of his enemies, shouted to his brave 
companions to follow him, and hurling a gigantic Scy th* 
ian down the steep, with one bound he passed the 
chasm, and lighted on a point of rock where the foot of 
man had never stood before — another brought him to a 
higher crag, whence a small green ridge ran round the 
steepest of the precipice under the city walls. 

One after another his bravest comrades followed. 
Some missed their footing, and were dashed to atoms 
on the rocks below ; but still another and another suc^ 
ceeded, for Azimantium knew not fear. The Huns 
were on their threshold, and who dared hesitate ? A 
hundred of the most agile passed the depth, pursued the 
green path, cleared another and another spring, reached 
the city wall, climbed over its ruined stones, and in the 
narrow entrance street met the victorious Huns, who 
had paused to plunder the first shrine they found. 

No words were spoken : nor javelins nor arrows were 
now used : brow to brow, and sword to sword, the strug- 
gle was renewed. But who can conquer men who com* 
bat for their hearths 1 The Huns fell, died, or were 
driven back, for that narrow way had no outlet but by 
the gate through which they had entered, and the close 
street where fought the youth of Azimantium. Not a 
Grecian glaive fell in vain, and at every step Menenius 
trod upon a slain barbarian. Like a reaper; each sweep 
of his unceasing arm made a hollow vacancy in the rank 
before him, and death grew so fearfully busy among 
the Huns, that vague imaginings of some supernatural 
power being armed to their encounter, took possession 
of their bosoms. The form of the young hero swelled 
to the eyes of their fancy. " It is a god 1" they cried ; 
"it is a god!" They shrank from his blows — they 
turned — they fled. Those who were behind knew not 
the cause of terror, but caught it as it came. Each saw 
his fellow flying, and, touched by the same dim unnerv- 
ing influence, sought but to flv. *' A god ! a god !'' they 
cried, and rushed forth tumultuoiisly on thoae who fol- 
lowed towards the city. 
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The broken line of Azimantium through which they 
had forced their way, now divided into two by the bar* 
l»rian multitude, still waged terrific warfare on either 
side, while Menenius, pressing on with his companions, 
drove the ferocious Huns from the gate. The conta« 
gious terror of the fugitives spread to those without, and 
all were hurrying down the descent, when one chief 
rushed through the struggling crowd. *'A ffod?" he 
cried. ** This hand shall try his immortality !'' And on 
he urged his steed against Menenius. 

For an instant the Greeks paused in their pursuit, and 
the barbarians rallied from their flight, and all eyes 
turned upon the Hun and his opponent. The fate of Azi- 
mantium — the last relic of Grecian and of Roman glory 
hung upon that brief moment. An instant decided all, 
ibr before fear could become hope in the hearts of the 
Huns, the charger of the barbarian chief was wild upon 
the plain, and he himself, cleft to the jaws, lay motion- 
less before Menenius. A thousand souls seemed in the 
hero's bosom, and plunging into the midst of the ene- 
mies, he drove them down the steep. All Azimantium 
followed, and their footsteps were upon the necks of the 
dying. The rout was complete, and terror and dismay 
hung upon the flank of the defeated Huns ; but still Me- 
nenius urged the furious pursuit. On, on he cleft his 
way. He marked not, he saw not, who was near, he 
heeded not, he felt not what opposed him. His eye was 
fixed upon a white and fluttering object which was 
borne along amid the brown masses of the flying barba- 
rians, and towards it he rent his way, while his un- 
wearied arm smote down all things that impeded his 
progress, as if but to make his path to that. 

^ long as the rout and the pursuit were confined by 
the narrow sides of the ascent to Azimantium, he kept 
that one spot in view ; but afterward, when the path of 
the flyerf opened out upon the plains, the horse which 
bore it earned it away from his straining eyes, while the 
gray falling of the evening gave every distant thing a 
vague, shadowy, uncertain form, like the objects of the 
past seen through the twilight memory of many years. 
He followed it to the last — night fell, and it was lost. 

With triumph and with song the children of Aziman- 
tium wound up towards the city. Joy ! joy ! joy ! was 
in their hearts, and victory upon their orows. They had 
overcome the myriads, they had conquered the invincif 
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ble ! they had rolled back the barbarian torrent from the 
gates of their glad city, and every step that they took 
among the unburied dead of the enemy told they haA 
won for themselves both victory and peace. With a 
quick step, but with a downcast eye and a knitted brow^ 
Menenius, the hero of the triumph, followed the path up 
the hill. Every voice was glad, every heart seemea 
joyful, but his ; but there was a fear, a dread, a convic- 
tion in his bosom, that his was the home that had been 
plundered of its treasure, his was the hearth to be (ot 
ever desolate. He strode on to the town, and joy and 
glory hailed him ; and gratitude and admiration pro- 
claimed his name to the skies. They called him the de- 
liverer of his ct)untry, the saviour of his native place— 
they saluted him as victor — they acknowledged him as 
chief. 

"Honorial" he asked, "Honorial" but no one an- 
swered. Honoria was gone. Since the entrance of the 
Huns into the city, Honoria had not been seen: and 
casting himself down upon a couch, he hid his eyes in 
his cloak, while gladness and rejoicing filled the mid- 
night air, and all Azimantium was one high festival. 

'Twas strange, 'twas wonderfully strange! that one 
small city of the greatest empire in the world — while an 
inundation of barbarians poured over the land — while 
fortress and town were cast down and levelled with the 
earth — while legions fled dismayed, and nations bowed 
the head — and while the very suburbs of Constantinople, 
the imperial city, beheld the fearful faces of the Huns — 
^ 'twas strange, 'twas wonderfully strange, that one small 
' city should stand in its solitary freedom, bold, fearlessi 
and unconquered. 'Twas strange, 'twas wonderfully 
strange ! Yet the deeds of the children of Azimantium 
are recorded in an immortal page, wherein we read, that 
^'they attacked in frequent and successful sallies the 
troops of the Huns, who gradually declined their dan- 
gerous neighbourhood ; they rescued from their hands 
the spoil and the captives, and recruited their domestic 
force by the voluntary association of fugitives and de- 
serters."* 

In every sally, in every irruption made by the Azimaa- 
tines into the vast tract of country now covered with th^ ' 
Huns^ Menenius was the leader ; and in the fierce inces 

♦ Gibbon. 
Vol. II.— 9 fe 
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sant warfare thus carried on, he seemed to fina his only 
consolation, his only enjoyment. At other times, he 
would sit sad and gloomy, his vacant eye fixed unob- 
serving upon space, and his heart meditating sad dreams. 
In the visions of the night, too, when weariness dimmed 
the fire in his heart, and suffered his eyes to close, the 
white and fluttering object he had pursued in the fight of 
Azimantium would again be carried off, while imagina- 
tion would fill up all that sight had not been able to as- 
certain, and the form of Honoria, torn away from him by 
the barbarian, would hold forth its phantom arms, and 
implore aid and succour in vain. Then his vigorous 
and manly limbs would writhe with the agony of his 
dreaming soul, till horror and despair would burst the 
bands of sleep, and he would start again upon his feet to 
wreak his ^reat revenge upon the enemy. And yet there 
was a quality in his soul which — although while an ad- 
verse sword was drawn, or a threatening bow was bent, 
his step was through blood and carnage, his path was 
terror and death — yet there was a quality in his soul 
which suspended the uplifted blow when the suppliant 
and the conquered clasped his knee ; and many was the 
train of captives which he sent home to the city ; the 
pledges of future security and respect to Azimantium. 

At length when seventy cities had fallen before the 
Scythian hordes, and naught but ruins were left to say 
where they had been, and to point to after ages the sad 
moral of an empire's decays the weak Theodosius, una- 
ble to protect his subjects, or defend himself, agreed to 
treat with the mighty barbarian, and to buy precarious 
peace with gold and concession, when he dared not pur- 
chase true security by the sword. Attila dictated the 
conditions, and Theodosius yielded to all his demands 
but one, with which the emperor had no power to com- 
ity ; and that was, that the city of Azimantium should 
restore the captives taken from the Huns. Attila felt 
how little power a feeble and degenerate monarch could 
have over a fearless, noble, unconquerable race ; and he 
felt, too, that all his own power, great and battle born as 
it was, could scarcely suffice to crush the hearts of Azi- 
mantium. The monarch of all the Eastern Empire con- 
fessed his inability to compel the restoration of the cap- 
tives ; and Attila, the terror of the world, the scourge of 
God, the conaueror of nations, treated on equal terms 
with the amali city of Thrace. 
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Oh how the heart of Menenius beat, when the monarch 
of the Huns, by the mouth of his envoys, proposed that 
all prisoners taken between his myriads and the city of 
Azimantium should be mutually restored ! And oh ! how 
his bosom heaved, when, surrounded by the Hunish cav- 
ahy, the little knot of Azimantine captives were con- 
ducted up the hill ! But where was Honoria 1 where 
was the beloved ? 

The Huns declared that they had delivered all, and 
Honoria was not there — Honoria, without whom all was 
nothing. Ten of the principal barbarian chiefs were de- 
tained as hostages for the safety of her who had not re- 
turned ; while the envoys of Attila were sent back to 
learn the savage monarch's will. The reply soon came» 
that if any of the chiefs of Azimantium dared to trust him- 
self in the dominions orAttila, he should have free means 
and aid in making every search for the captive said to be 
detai^ed. Maximin and Prisons, the messengers added, 
wer% then on their journey as ambassadors from the 
imperial court to the King of the Huns, and if the Azi- 
mantine chief would join them at Sardica, he would be 
conducted to the presence of Attila, who loved the braye» 
even when his enemies. 

Menenius sprang upon his horse, and followed by a 
scanty train, took the way to Sardica, his heart torn with 
the eternal struggle of those two indefatigable athletes, 
Hope and Fear. Still, as he went, his eye roamed over 
the landscape^-for even the absorbing sorrow of his own 
breast had not obliterated his love for his country — and 
ho\^ painfid was the sight upon which the eye rested ! 
Desolation — the vacant cottage, the extinguished hearth, 
the threshold stained with blood, the raven and the vid- 
ture gorged and gorging, the mangled andunburied slain, 
the overthrown cities, the deserted streets through which 
the speedy grass was already growing up where multi- 
tudes had trod — the grass — the verdant and the speedy 
grass, which, like the fresh joys of this idle world, soon 
covers over the place that we have held when once we 
are passed away — ruin, destruction, death— «uch was the 
aspect of Jthe land. And as he gazed and saw — the 
thought of" all the broken ties and torn fellowships, the 
sweet associations and dear thrilling sympathies dis- 
solved, the wreck of every noble art, the scattering of 
every finer feeling, which the blasting, withering, con- 
suming Ughtning of war had there accomplished, found 
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an answering voice deep in the recesses of his own wrung 
and agonized heart. At the ruins of Naissus — for one 
stone of the city scarcely remained upon the other — ^he 
joined the legates of the emperor, and with them pursued 
his way. His mind was not attuned to much commune 
with his fellows ; and though Priscus, with learned lore, 
tempted him to speak of science, and arts, and philoso- 
phy ; and Maximin, with courtly urbanity, which softened 
and ornamented the sterner firmness ojf his character, 
and Vi^ius, the interpreter, with subtle and persuasive 
art, strove to win the Azimantine chief to unbend from 
his deep gloom, Menenius could neither forget nor for- 
give, and sadness was at once in his heart and upon his 
brow. 

Over high mountams, through brown woods, across 
dark and turbulent rivers, the ambassadors were led on 
by that part of the barbarian army which was destined 
. to be both their protection and guide. They saw but 
few of the inhabitants of the country, and little cult!¥ated 
ground. Droves of oxen and sheep seemed the riches 
of the land. Pasture appeared to be the employment of 
the people, and war their sport. 
Their march was regulated by the Huns who accom- 

Eanied them, and by them also was each day^s journey 
mited. The spot for pitching their tents was exactly 
pointed out, ana the hour for departure was not only 
named, but enforced. Each day, long before that hour 
came, Menenius was on foot, and he would wander forth 
in the morning sunshine, and gaze through the deep va- 
cuities in the woods, or let his eyes rest upon the misty 
and uncertain mountains, while the vast wild wideness 
of the land would force upon his heart the madness of 
hoping that his search would prove successful. 
Thus had he gone forth one morning, when, in the 

glade of the forest where their tents were raised, he saw 
efore him one of the barbarians whom he had never 
beheld before. The cold stern eye of Meneniiis rested 
on him for an instant, and then turned to the dim woods 
again. There was nothing pleasing in his form or in his 
countenance, and Menenius was passing on. He was 
short in stature, but broad as a giant, and with each mus- 
cular limb swelling with vigour and energy. His head 
was large and disproportioned — his face flat — his brow 
prominent — ^his colour swarthy. A few long and strag- 
|{liiig hairs upon his chin« and deep lines Of powerml 
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thought, told that he had long reached manhood, while 
his white and shining teeth, and his bright keen, speck- 
less eye, spoke vigour undecayed by one year too many. 

" Whither stray est thou, stranger V said the barbarian ; 
''can -a Greek enjoy the aspect of solitary nature; cau 
the dweller in cities — ^^the pitiful imitator of the meanest 
of insects, the ant — can he look with pleasure on the wildB 
that were given man for his best and original home ?" 

** Thou art ignorant, Hun !" replied Menenius, *' and 
with the pride of ignorance, despisest that which tboa 
dost not comprehend. Man, in raising cities and orna- 
menting them with art, only follows the dictates of na- 
ture herself. To the brutes she gave the wild world, 
but added no intellect to her gift, for the world, in its 
wildest state, was sufficient. To man she gave intel* 
lect, and the whole universe, full of materials, on which 
to employ it He who is most elevated by nature her- 
self, will use her gifts in the most diversified ways, and 
he who least uses them, approaches nearest to the brute. 
Nay, barbarian, roll not thy furious eyes on me ; 1 
sought thee not, and he who speaks to me must hear the 
truth." 

For several minutes, however, the Hun did roll his 
eyes with an expression of fury that strangely con- 
trasted with his perfect silence. Not a word did he 
speak — ^not a quiver of the lip betrayed the suppression 
of any angry tone, and it was not till the fierce glance of 
his wrath was completely subdued, that he replied, " Vain 
son of a feeble race, upon whose necks Attila, my lord 
and thine, has trod, boast not the use of arts which have 
reduced thy people to what they are, and made them 
alike unfit for war and peace. Look at their bones 
whitening in the fields ; look at their cities levelled with 
the plains ; look at their manifold and wicked laws, which 
protect the strong and oppress the weak ; look at their 
silken and luxurious habits, which effeminate their bodies 
and degrade their minds. This is the produot of the arts 
thou praisest. This is the degrading civilization that 
thou huggest to thy heart." 

•* Not so, Hun," replied Menenius ; " the corruption 
which thou hast seen with too sure an eye, springs not 
from art, or knowledge, or civilization. It springs from 
the abuse of wealth and power. The Roman empire 
was as a man, who, covered with impenetrable armour, 
had conquered aU his enemies, and fiikling none other to 
9* 
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struggle with, had cast away his shield and breastp ate, 
and lay down on a sunny bank to sleep. In his slumber, 
new adversaries came upon him, his armour was gone, 
and he was overthrown. The armour of the empire 
was courage, decision, and patriotism, the slumber was 
luxury, and thus it was that the myriads of thy lord 
penetrated to Constantinople, and destroyed the cities. 
The irts thou despisest, because thou knowest them not, 
had no share in bringing on the slumber which has proved 
so destructive ; but let the Huns beware, for the giant 
may awake/' 

** Ha !" cried the barbarian, with a triumphant smile, 
''what- is the city that could stand an hour, if Attila 
bade it fall V 

'* Azimantium !" replied Menenius. 

The Hun threw back his broad shoulders, and glared 
upon the Thracian chief with a glance more of surprise 
than anger — then gazed at him from head to foot, visited 
each particular feature with his eye, and marked every 
vigorous and well-turned limb with a look of scrutinizing 
inquiry. " Thou art Menenius !" he exclaimed, abruptly, 
after he had satisfied himself. '* Thou art Menenius ! 'Tis 
well ! 'tis weir— I deemed thou hadst been Maximin." • 

*' And had I been so," asked Menenius, ** would that 
have made a difference in thy language V 

" Son of a free and noble race," replied the Hun, '* ask 
me no further. That which may well become thee to 
speak, would ill befit the suppliant messenger of a con- 
quered king ; and that which I would say to the van- 
quished and the crouching, could not be applied to the 
brave and the independent. Happy had it been for thy 
country had she possessed many like to thee, for then 
she would have fallen with honour : and happy, too, had 
it been for Attila, my lord, for then his triumphs would 
have been more glorious." 

Menenius was silent. The tone of the Hun was 
changed. The rudeness of his manner was gone ; and 
though he spoke with the dignity of one whose nation 
was rich in conquests, there was no longer in his lan- 

fuage the assumption of haughty superiority which he 
ad at first displayed. 

*'And thou," said Menenius, at last, "who am I to 
fancy thee ?" 

" I am Onegesius, the servant of Attila the king," 
lepliad the Hun^ " and mark me. chieftain of a hrave 
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people. Hold but little communion with the slaves of 

Theodosius as they pass through the dominions of the 

Huns. The lion may be stung by the viper if he lie 

down where he is coiled. Now, farewell ;" and, thus 

speaking, the Hun turned, and with a proud, firm step, 

'each fall of which seemed planted as for a combat, he 

took hjs path away from the Grecian tents. « 

• • * * * • I* - 



The ambassadors pursqed their way, and, after some 
days, encamped late at night upon the banks of the dark* 
and rushing Tebiscus. 

The heavens were obscured by heavy leaden clouds 
driven by the wind into large masses, through the breaks 
of which a dull and sickly moon glared forth with a fitftil 
and a watery light upon the misty earth. The dim 
shapes of shadowy mountains, too, were vaguely 
sketched upon the sky, covered with quick-passing 
shades, while ever and anon the winds howled forth 
their melancholy song, a wild and sombre anthem to the 
grim genius of the scene around. 
' The tents were pitched, the plain meal was over, the 
mead had passed round, and sleep had relaxed every 
weary muscle of the travellers' limbs, when suddenly a 
hurricane rushed over the whole scene, the river rose, 
the rain came down in torrents, and the temporary en- 
campment was in a moment overthrown. Drenched 
and terrified, the legates of the emperor disengaged 
themselves with difficulty from their falling pavilions, 
and calfed loudly for help. Noise and confusion spre»l 
around, and the roaring stream rising quickly over the 
meadow in which they had been sleeping, the howling 
of the overpowering wind, and the heavy pattering of 
the rain, added to the disturbance and fear of the scene. 

A moment after, a blazing light upon the nearest hill 
rose like a beacon to direct their steps, and thither the 
ambassadors were led by the Huns. 

Menenius, after he had provided for the safety of his 
horses and attendants, followed the rest. As he ap- 
proached the light, he saw, by the figures of several 
Huns supplying a large fire of dry reeds with fresh fuel, 
that it had been raised on purpose to guide any travellers 
overtaken by the storm, to a place of shelter and repoise. 
Attention and kindness awaited him, and he was instantly 
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led into a large wooden house, where Priscus and Max« 
imin were already seated by a cheerful hearth, at which 
a young widow, the wife of Attila's dead brother Bleda, 
was busy in the gentle cares of hospitality. Along the 
extreme side of the apartment was drawn a line of Scyth- 
ian slaves, armed as became those who waited on the 
widow of a king ; and as Menenius entered, thdr rank 
was just closing, after having given exit to a form which 
made the Thracian chief start forward, as his eye caught 
the last flutter of her retiring robes. " Who passed V 
he exclaimed, abruptly, forgetting, in the anxious haste 
of the moment, all idle ceremony. " Who passed but 
now 1" 

'* Ella, the daughter of the king, and her maidens,'* 
was the reply. The heart of Menenius sank, and his 
eye lost its eager fire. In a few brief words he excused 
his abruptness; but the widow of Bleda was one of 
those whose kind hearts find excuses better than we can 
urge them. *' The maiden is fair,'' she said, '' and well 
merits a stranger's glance. In truth, she knew not that 
there was another guest of such a mien about to be 
added to our hearth, or she would have staid to pour the 
ramus and the mead. Much would she grieve. were she 
not here to show that part of hospitality." And Bleda's 
widow sent a maiden to tell her niece that Menenius, 
the Azimantine chief, sat by the fire untended. 

She came — a dark-haired girl, with a splendid brow, 
and eyes as pure and bright as if a thousand diamonds 
had been melted to furnish forth their deep and flashing 
light. A rose as glorious as that upon the brow of 
morning warmed her cheek, and a quick untaught grace 
moved in her full and easy Umbs, like those of a wild 
deer. But she was not Honoria ; and the eye of Mene- 
nius rested on her, as on a fair statue, which, in its cold 
difference of being, however lovely, however it may 
call upon admiration, wakens no sympathy within our 
warmer bosoms. 

She, however, ffazed on him as on something new, and 
strange, and bright ; and there was in her glance both 
the untutored fire of artless nature, and the fearless pride 
of kingly race, and early acquaintanoe with power. For 
a moment she stood and contemplated the .Thracian 
chief, with her sandalled foot advanced, and her head 
thrown back, and her lustrous eye full of wild pleasure ; 
but then suddenly a red flush rose in her cheek, and 
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spread over her brow, and, with a trembling band, she 
filled a cup of mead, touched it with her lips, gave it to 
Menenius, and again retired. 

Menenius lay down to rest, but his dreams were not 
of her whom he had seen. Gay visions of the former . 
time rose up and visited his brain. From out the dreary 
tomb of the past, long-perished moments of joy and hope 
were called, as by an angel's voice, to bless his slumber 
— Honoria — Azimantium — happiness. 

Pass we over the onward journey. After a long and 
tedious march, the ambassadors arrived at the royd vil- 
lage of the Huns, which was then surrounded by un(^l- 
tured woods, though at present the rich vineyards of 
Tokay spread round the land in which it stood. Houses 
of wood were the only structures which were boasted 
by the chief city of the monarch of one half the earth ; 
and to the eye of the Greeks, everything seemed poor 
and barbarous in the simplicity of the Huns. Yet, even 
lowly as were their cottage palaces, they had contrived 
to bestow much art on their construction. Fantastic 
trellis work, and rich carved screens, and wreathed col- 
umns, cut of" polished and variegated woods, were scat- 
tered in, every direction; and while the first faint effoirts 
of an approach to taste were to be found in the taller 
buildings and in the more correct proportions of the royal 
dwellings, the idea of war — the national sport and habit- 
ual passion of the people — was to be seen in the imita- 
tive towers and castles with which they had decorated 
their dwellings of peace. 

Attila himself had not yet returned from his last ex- 
cursion; but a day did not elapse before his comio^ 
was announced by warrior after warrior who arrived, 
their horses covered with gold, and their followers laden 
with spoil. All his subjects went forth to gratulate their 
conquering monarch; and the Greeks, standing on a 
little eminence, beheld his approach. First came innu- 
merable soldiers, in dark, irregular masses, and then ap- 
peared, chieftain after chieftain, all the various nations 
that he ruled. Then was seen a long train of maidens, 
in white robes, walking in two lines, each bearing aloft 
in her hand one end of a fine white veil, which, stretching 
across to the other side, canopied a row of younger girls, 
who scattered flowers upon the path, behind thesci 
mounted on a strong black horse, clothed in OHe uniform 
dark robe, without jewel, or gold, or ornament whatever, 
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came the monarch whose swa^ stretched over all the 
northern world. 

As he advanced, he paused a moment, while his at- 
tendants raised a small silver table, on which the wife 
of one of his favourite chiefs offered him refreshments 
on his return. He* was still at some distance, but the 
Greeks could behold him bend courteously to the giver, 
and raise the cup to his lips. The table was then re- 
moved, and onward came the king — nearer — more near 
— till Menenius might distinguish the features of the 
dark Hun he had met in the forest. 

Menenius sat in the lonely hut which had been ap- 
pointed for his^' dwelling, and while the shadows of night 
fell like the darkening hues of time, as they come deeper 
and deeper upon the brightness of our youth, hope waxed 
faint in his heart, and dim despondency spread like twi- 
light over his mind. Alone, in the midst of a wild and 
barbarous land, the depths of whose obscure forests were 
probably unknown even to the fierce monarch whose 
sway they owned, how could he, unfriended, unaided, 
dream that he would ever discover that lost jewel, which 
had been torn from the coronet of his happiness 1 Never ! 
never ! never ! to behold her again ! To journey through 
a weary life, and fall into the chill, solitary tomb, with- 
out the blessed light of those dear eyes which had been 
the starlike lights of his existence — to dwell for ever in 
ignorance of her fate, while his fancy, like the damned 
in Hades, could find nothing but the bitter food of horror 
and despair — such was his destiny. 

" Attila- the king !" exclaimed a loud voice, as he pon- 
dered, and Menenius stood face to face with the monarch 
of the North, while the light of the pine-wood torch 
glared red upon the dark features of th^ Scythian, and 
gave to those grim and powerful lines a sterner character 
and fiercer shade. His voice was gentle, however ; and, 
seating himself on the couch, he spoke with wonls 
which had in them a tone of unshared, undisputejd, un- 
limited authority, but elevated by the conciousness of 
mental greatness, and tempered by admiration and 
esteem. 

*♦ Chief of Azimantium," said the Hun, "while the 
slaves of a vain and treacherous king wait long ere they 
are permitted to breathe the same air with Attila, the 
king of nations disdains not to visit the leader of the 
brave. Mark me, thou chief of the last free sons of 
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Greece! The sword of thy country is broken — the 
sceptre of thine emperors passed away. The seed is 
gathered which shall sow grass in the palaces of kings 
—the clouds are collected which shall water the harvest 
of desolation. Greek, I boast not of my victories — it 
sufficeth A.ttila to conquer. But calmly, reasonably 
measure thy people against mine, and think whether the 
small band of Azimantines, were they all inspired by the 
God of battles with courage like thine own, could save 
the whole of degenerate Greece from the innumerable 
and warrior people of the North. What — ^what can Azi- 
mantium do, all unsupported, against a world t" 

'* Each son of Azimantium," replied Menenius, " can 
offer up a hecatomb of Scythian strangers, and give bis 
soul to heaven upon the wings of victory. This wUI 
Azimantium — and then — ^perish Greece !'* 

A shadow passed across the monarch's brow. 

'* Be not too proud," he said, " be not too proud ! A 
better fate may yet befaH thy city and thy land. So well 
does Attila love Azimantium, that he claims her as his 
own from the Greek emperor : and to win her citizens to 
willingness, he offers his daughter — his loved — his lovely 
daughter to her chief. Pause!" he added, seeing the 
quivering of Menenius's lip ; '* pause and think ! Reply 
not ! but remember that thus may Greece be saved — that 
the safety or destruction of thy land is upon thy tongue. 
Pause, and let the sun rise twice upon the meditation of 
thine answer." 

Thus spoke the monarch, and in a moment after, the 
Azimantine chief was once more left to solitude. Deep 
and bitter was the smile of contempt that curled the lip 
of Menenius ; for in the proud glory of his own heart, 
he forgot how low Greece had fallen among the people 
of the earth, and in the imperishable memory of his love, 
the mention of another bride was but as the raving of 
insanity. " I ! — I ! — Menenius of Azimantium — I wed 
the daughter of the barbarian ! I become a subject of 
the Hun !— I forget Honoria !" 

Another day went down, and Menenius, with the Gre- 
cian ambassador, was seated in the halls of Attila, at the 
banquet which the proud monarch gave at once to the 
envoys of the Eastern and Western empire. On a raised 
platform in the midst of the hall was the couch and table 
of Attila, coiPQved with fine linen and precious stuffs, while 
ftfty small taldei on either side were spread out for the 



5 ' 



108 THE DESULTORY MAIC. 

guests invited to the royal feast. An open space was 
before the board of the monarch, and behind him the 
hall was filled with a dark fantastic crowd of guards, 
and attendants, and barbarian slaves. , 

On the same couch with Attila sat his daughter lerne 
— that beautiful daughter whom Menenius had beheld at 
the dwelling of Bleda's widow ; and as the Azimantine 
chief passed by, and poured the required libation to 
" Attila the Brave,'* the maiden's eyes fixed motionless 
on the ground, and the blood rose fast into her cheek, 
like the red morning sun rising up into the pale twilight 
sky. Menenius passed on unchanged and cold, and took 
his place with M aximin, the ambassador of Theodosius. 

The fare of Attila was plain and rude, but the tables 
of his guest were spread with all that the fearful luxury 
of Rome itself could have culled from earth and sea. 
Ere long the cupbearer filled the golden goblet, and the 
monarch, rising from his couch, drank to Berec, the bra- 
vest of the Huns. Again, after a pause, he rose, but the 
cup was given him by his daughter, and Attila drank to 
Menenius, the bravest of the Greeks ! Quick and sparks 
ling flowed the mead, and then an old gray man pourea 
to the wild chords of a barbaric lyre, a song of triumph 
and of battles, while at every close he proclaimed At- 
tila's bridal day. At length a bright troop of young and 
happy maidens led in, surrounded by their linked arms, 
three brighter than themselves, from whom the monarch 
of the North was about to choose a new partner for his 
mighty throne. Their faces were veiled ; but through 
the long white robes that clothed them, shone out that 
radiant light of gtacd and beauty which nothing c.an con- 
ceal. Slowly, as if reluctant, they were brought into the 
monarch's presence. 

Why quivered the lip of Menenius 1 Why strained his 
eye upon the first veiled figure 1 The veil is gone ! To 
him she stretched forth her hands ! The table and the 
banquet are dashed to atoms at his feet, and Honoria is 
in Menenius's arms. 

A thousand swords sprang from their sheaths — a thou* 
sand javelins quivered round the hall. *' Traitor ! Mad* 
man ! Sacrilegious slave !" was shouted in a thousand 
fierce voices, and a thousand barbarous tongues. But 
unquailing in the midst stood the Azimantine chief-^his 
left arm round the beating heart of his young bride — ^hia 
right, armed with that sword which had bowed many a 
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hero to the dust, raised appealing to the Scythian king* 
" Monarch of the Huns," he cried, "this is the captive I 
.have come to seek. As you are a man — as you are a 
warrior — as you are a king ! by your oath— by your 
honoiur— by vour justice ! yield her to me, her promised 
husband, and put us safely off your land. Then, if of all 
these brave and mighty men," he added, with a frown« 
'* who draw the sword against a singe Greek, there be 
but ten who will meet me brow to brow on the battle 
plain, 1 will write it in their blood that I am neither 
slave nor traitor, but a bold man, who dares to claim 
and to defend his own !" 

Fierce wrath, stern revenge, majestic admiration, had 
swept over the countenance of Attila, like the broken 
masses of a rent thunder cloud hurled over the sky by 
the succeeding blast. " Hold !" he cried. " Warriors 1 
put up our swords. Chief of Azimantium ! you rob 
me of a bride ; but if this be the captive you have come 
to seek, Attila^s word is given, and safely, surely, she 
shall be returned to her home, were she as lovely as the 
moon. But with you, Greek, with your companions, 
Maximin, Prisons, and Yigilius, the king has still to deal, 
and, after what has befallen this day, expect nothing 
more than justice." As he spoke, he rolled his dark 
eyes fearfully around, then suddenly raised his hand, ex- 
claiming, " Now, warriors ! now !" and before he could 
strike a blow, Menenius, unprepared, was seized on aU 
sides, and bound tight in every limb, together with the 
envoys from Theodosius. 

All, for an instant, was wild confusion. Honoria, with 
the other women, were hurried from the hall ; and Me* 
nenius found himself ranged with Priscus and Maximin 
before the throne of Attila ; while, in the deathlike, 
ashy, quivering countenance of Yigilius, the interpreter, 
who stood beside him, he read detected guilt and certain 
death. 

" Hired murderers, sent by an imperial slave to slay 
his conqueror and master," exclaimed Attila, after fal^ 
had gazed for some minutes upon the Greeks, " do ye 
not tremble to find your baseness exposed in the eyes 
of all the universe ? Stand forth, Edecon, and tell the 
warriors of Attila, how these men came here, under the 
garb of ambassadors, to slay by treachery, in peace, the 
king that, by battle, they could not vanquish in war 
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And }roiu warriors, lay not your hands upon your swords 
— Attila will do justice to Attila." 

At the command of the king, Edecon, who had been- 
ambassador for Attila at Constantinople, stood forth, and 
declared, that in an interview with the eunuch Chrysa- 

Ehius, that favourite of the weak monarch of the East 
ad proposed to him the assassination of his master, and 
offered him an immense reward. He had affected to 
consent, and had, that very day, received a purse of gold 
and jewels from Yigilius the interpreter, who was privy 
to the whole. The plot he had instantly communicated 
to Attila, and the purse he now produced. Maximin and 
Priscus, he doubted not, were cunning men, sent to ac- 
complish the scheme with art ; and Menenius, beyond 
question, was the daring murderer to strike the final 
blow. 

Maximin spoke loudly in his own defence, and Prisons 
learnedly on the improbability of the tale, while the 
mouth of Yigilius opened, and his lips quivered, but no 
sound found utterance. Menenius was silent, but he 
fixed his bold eye upon Attila, who glared upon them sdi 
like a tiger crouching fOr the spring. 

^ Maximin and Priscus,** said the king, at length, ** ye 
are innocent ! Let them be freed. As for yon trem- 
bling traitor, guilt is in his eye and on his cheek ; but 
the sword that should smite Yigilius would be disgraced 
for ever, and find no blood in his coward heart. Let him 
buy his life, and pay two hundred pounds weight of gold 
to him he sought to bribe. As for thee, chief of Azi- 
mantium — " 

** Thou knowest I am guiltless, Hun !*^ replied Mene- 
nius, " and bonds such as these have pressed upon my 
arms too long:.*' 

"Of thy guilt or innocence I know naught," replied 
the king ; "but this I know, that I will guard thee safely 
till thine emperor send me the head of Chrysaphius, th«t 
murdering slave who first sought to tempt my subjects 
into treachery. Away with Yigilius, till he pay the pur- 
chase of his base life ; and away with this Azimantine, 
till Orestes and Eslaw, my envoys, bring me the head 
of the eunuch from my slave, the emperor. ** 



In the solitude of a dark, unlighted hut, stretched upon 
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a beards hide, which had been cast down for his bed, lay 
the young chief of Azimantium, pondering his hard fate, 
while the sounds of many a gay and happy voice with^ 
out struck with painful discord upon his unattuned ear. 
Dark and melancholy, the fancies flitted across his brain 
like the visions of dead friends seen in the dim atmo- 
sphere of troubled sleep, and he revolved in his mind that 
bold cowardice of his ancestors, which taught them to fly 
from the sorrows and dangers of their fate, by the sure 
but gloomy passage of the tomb. Was it virtue, he 
asked himself, or vice — wisdom, or insanity, that allied 
the last despair to the last hope, and made self-murder 
the cure of other ills ? And, as he thought, sorrow took 
arms against his better mind, and whispered like a 
friend, ^ Die ! Die, Menenius i Peace is in the grave!" 
A new and painful struggle was added to the evils of his 
state, and still he thought of death as hours and days 
went by. 

Nor was this all ; for, as the Dacians tame the lions 
for the imperial shows, the Huns strove to break his 
spirit, and subdue his high heart, by reiterated anxieties 
and cares. Now, he was told of wars with the empire, 
and the fall of Greece; now, strange whispers were 

Soured into his ear, of some direful fate reserved for 
imself ; now, he heard of the great annual sacrifice of- 
fered at the altar of Mars, where a hundred c^ive maid- 
ens washed the platform with their blood. But still, 
tike the great hero of the mighty founder of the epie 
song, he rose above the waves that poured upon his 
head, and still answered, ''Never! never!" wnen the 
name of Azimantium was connected with the dominion 
of the Huns. 

It was one night when a darker melancholy than ever 
oppressed his mind, and despondency sat most heavy on 
kis soul, that the door was cast open, and a blaze of light 
burst upon his sight. His eyes, familiar with the dark- 
ness, refused at first to scan the broad glare ; but when 
at length they did their office, he beheld, in the midst of 
her slaves, that fair girl I^^mS, whose offered hand he 
had refused. Her cheek, which had been as warm as 
the last cloud of the summer evening, was now as pale 
as the same cloud when, spiritlike, it flits across the 
risen moon. But her eye had lost none of its lustre ; and 
a seemed, in truth, as if her whole soul had concentrated 
there to give fuller efifulgence to its living light. 
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"Chief of Azimantium," said the maiden, " it is my 
father's will that you be freed, and I — that the generos- 
ity of Attila should know no penury— I have prayed, 
that though Menenius slighted lilriHb, he should wed the 
woman of his love even in lerne's father's halls. My 
prayer has been granted — ^the banquet is prepared — ^the 
maiden is warned, and the blushes are on her cheek — a 
priest of thine own God is ready. Rise, then, chief of 
Azimantium, and change a prison for thy bridal bed. 
Rise, and follow the slighted lerne." 

" Oh, lady !" answered Menenius, " call not thyself by 
80 unkind a name. Write on your memory, that, long 
ere my eyes rested on your loveliness, Honoria was 
bound to my heart by ties of old affection ; and, as your 
soul ift generous and noble, fancy all the gratitude that 
your blessed words waken in my bosom. Oh ! let the 
thought of having raised me from despair— of having 
freed me from bonds — of having crowned me with hap- 
piness, find responsive joy in your bosom, and let the 
messing that you give, return and bless you also." 

I^rnd pressed her hand firm upon her forehead, and 

gazed upon Menenius while he spoke, with eyes whose 
right but unsteady beams seemed borrowed from the 
shifting meteors of the night The graceful arch of her 
fuU coral lip quivered ; but she spoke not ; and, waving 
with her hand, the attendants loosened the chains from 
the hands of the Azimantine, and, starting on his feet, 
Menenius was free. 



In the brightness and the blaze of a thousand torches, 
the chief of Azimantium stood in the halls of Attila, with 
the hand of Honoria clasped in his own. Sorrow and 
anxiety had touched, but not stolen, her beauty-^had 
changed, but not withered, a charm. Every glance was 
softened — every feature had a deeper interest — and joy 
shone the brighter for the sorrow that was gone, like the 
mighty glory of the sun when the clouds and the tem^ 
pests roll away. 

The dark monarch of the barbarians gazed on the 
work he liad wrought, and the joy that he had given ; and 
a triumphant splendour, more glorious than the beams ot 
battle, radiated firom his brow. «* Chief of Azimantium," 
he said, " thou art gold tried in the fire, and Attila ad- 
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mires thee, though a Greek— not for the beauty of thy 
form— let girls and pitiful limners think of that ! — ^not for 
thy strength and daring alone — such qualities are for sol- 
diers and gladiators — but for thy dauntless, unshrinking, 
unalterable resolution — the virtue of kings, the attribute 
of gods. Were Attila not Attila, he would be Meuenius. 
Thou hast robbed me of a bride ! Thou hast taken a 
husband from my daughter ; but Attila jchu conquer — 
even himself. Sound the hymeneal i Advance to the 
altar ! Yon priest has long been a captive among us, 
but his blessing on Honoria and Menenius shall bring 
down freedom on his own head/' 

The solemnity was over— rthe barbarian guests were 
gone, and through the flower-strewed passages of the 
palace, Honoria and Menenius were lea to their bridal 
chamber; while a thousand thrilling feelings of joy^ and 
hope, and thankfulness, blended into one t^ of delight, 
poured from their mutual hearts through all their frames, 
like the dazzling sunshine of the glorious noon stream- 
ing down some fair valley amid the mountains, and in- 
vesting every object round in misty splendour, and dream- 
like light. The fruition of long delayed hope, the grati- 
fication of early and passionate love, was not all ; but i]t 
seemed as if the dark cloudy veil between the present 
and the future had been rent for them by the Divine 
hand, and that a long vista of happy years lay before 
their eyes in bright perspective to the very horizon of 
lieing. Such were the feelings of both their bosoms, as* 
with linked hands and beating hearts, they approached 
the chamber assigned to them ; but their lips were silent, 
and it was only the love^ighted eye of Menenius, as it 
rested on the form of his bride, and the timid, downcast, 
but not unhappy glance of Honoria, ihat spoke the world 
of thoughts that crowded in their breasts. 

A band of young girls, with the pale Idnve at their 
head, met them singing at the 4loor of their chamber. 
The maidens strewd their couch with flowers, and leiiie 
gave the marriage cup to the hand of Honoria ; but as 
she did so, there was a wild uncertain light in her eye, 
and a quivering eagerness on her lip, that made Mene- 
nius hold Honoria's arm as she was about to raise the 
chalice to her mouth. 

** Ha ! I had forf^ot,'* said the princess, taking back the 
goblet with a placid smile, ** I must drink first, and then, 
before the moon be eleven times renewed, I too shall bf 
la* 
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It bride. Menenins the brave ! Honor! a the fair ! happy 
lovers, I drink to your good rest ! May your sleep be 
sound! May your repose be unbroken !" 

And with a calm and graceful dignity, she drank a 
third part of the mead. Honoria drank also, according 
to the custom ; Menenius drained the cup, and the maid- 
ens withdrawing, left the lovers to their couch. Ho- 
noria hid her eyes upon the bosom of Menenius, and the 
warrior, pressing her to his bosom, spoke gentle words 
of kind assurance, but in a moment her hand grew death- 
ly cold. " Menenius, I am faint," she cried : ** what is 
it that I feel ? My heart seems as it were suddenly 
frozen, and my blood changed into snow. Oh, Mene- 
nius ! Oh, my beloved ! we are poisoned ; I am dying ! 
That cup of mead — ^that frantic girl — she has doomed us 
and herself to death." 

As she spoke, through his own frame the same chill 
and icy feelings spread. A weight wtis upon his heart, 
his warm and fiery blood grew cold, the strong sinews 
lost their power, the courageous soul was quelled, and 
he gazed in speechless, unnerved horror on Honoria, 
while shade by shade, the living rose left her cheek, and 
the ** pale standard" of lifers great enemy marked his 
fresh conquest on her brow. Her eyes, which, in the 
hour of joy and expectation, had been bent to the earth, 
now fixed on his with a long, deep, earnest, imploring 
gaze of last affection. Her arms, no longer timid, cir- 
cled his form, and the last beatings of her heart throbbed 
against his bosom. " Thou art dying!" she said, as she 
saw the potent hemlock spread death over his counte- 
nance, *^ thou too art dying ! Menenius will not leave 
Honoria even in this last long journey. We go — we go 
together !" 

And faintly she raised her hand, and pointed to the 
dky, where, through the casement, the bright autumn 
mpon Doured her melancholy splendour over the Hun- 
garian nills. A film came over her eyes — a dark un- 
speakable gray shadow ! and oh, it was horrible to sed 
the bright angel part from its clay tabernacle ! 

In the athletic frame of the lover, the poison did not 
Its cruel ot&ce so rapidly. He saw her fade away before 
his eyes — ^he saw her pass like a flower that had lived 
its summer day, in perfume and beauty, and faded with 
the falling of the night. He could not — he would not so 
kMe htor. He Wt>ii£l call for aid— dome precious antidote 
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shoQ d give her back to life. He unclasped the faint 
arms that still clung upon his neck. He rose upon hie 
feet, with limbs reduced to infant weakness. His brain 
reeled. His heart seemed crushed beneath a mountain » 
but still he staggered forth. He heard voices before. 
" Help ! — help !" he cried, — " help, ere Honoria die !*• 
With the last effort of existence, he rushed forward, tore 
open the curtain before him, reeled forward to the throne 
on which Attrla held ,his midnight council-^stretched 
forth his arms — but power, voice, sense, being, passed 
away, and Menenius fell dead at the monarch's feet. 

** Who has done this T' exclaimed the king, in a voice 
of thunder. ** Who has done this 1 By the god of bat- 
tles, if it be my own children, they shall die ! Is this 
the fate of Menenius ? Is this the death that the hero 
of Azimantium should have known ? No ! no ! no ! red 
on the battle field — gilded with the blood of enemies— 
the last of a slain, but not a conquered host — so should 
the chief have died. Menenius! Kinsman in glory! 
Attila weeps for the fate* of his enemy !" 

" Lord of the world ! — Lord of the world !" exclaimed 
a voice that hurried from the chambers beyond, '* thy 
daughter is dead in the arms of her maidens ; and dying, 
she sent thee word, that sooner than forbear to slay her 
enemies, she had drunk of the cup which she had mingled 
for them." 

*' l' • * * * * • 

Attila smote his breast. " She was my daughter," he 
exclaimed, '* she was, indeed, my daughter! But let her 
die, for she has brought a stain upon the hqspitality of 
her father ; and the world will say that Attila, though 
bold, was faithless." • 

There was wo in Azimantium, while with slow and 
solemn pomp, the ashes of Honoria and Menenius were 
boriie into the city. 

In the face of the assembled people, the deputies of 
Attila, by oath and imprecation, purified their lord from 
the fate of the lovers. The tale was simple, and soon 
told, and the children of Azimantium believed. 

Days, and years, and centuries, rolled by, and a race 
of weak and effeminate monarchs, living alone by the 
feebleness and barbarism of their enemies, took care 
tiiat Azimantium should not long remain as a monanient 
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of reproach to their degenerate baseness. Nation fol- 
lowed nation; dynasty succeeded dynasty; a change 
came over the earth and its inhabitants, and Azimantium 
was no more. Still, however, the rock on which it stood 
bears its bold front towards the stormy sky, with the 
same aspect of courageous daring wherewith its children 
encountered the tempest of the Huns. 

A few ruins, too— rifted walls, and dark fragments of 
fellen fanes— the pavement of some sweet domestic 
kearth, long cold — ^a graceful capital, or broken statue, 
still tell that a city has been tnere; and through the 
country round about, the wild and scattered peasantry, 
still in the sonji^, and the tale, and the vague tradition, 
preserve in various shapes, The Story of Azimantium ! 
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THE FISHERMAN OF SCARPHOUT, 

TWO CHAPTBRd FROM AN OLD HISTOST. 



CHAPTER I. 

About midway between Ostend and Sluys, exposed to 
all the fitful wrath of the North Sea, lies a long track of 
desolate shore, frowning no fierce defiance back upon the 
waves that dash in fury against it ; but — like a calm and 
even spirit, which repels by its very tranquil humility 
the heat of passion and the overbearing of pride — oppo- 
sing naught to the angry billows, but a soft and lowly line 
of yellow sands. There nothing grows which can add 
comfort to existence ; there nothing flourishes which can 
beautify or adorn. Torn from the depths of ocean, and 
east by the storm upon the shore, sea shells and variegan 
ted weeds will indeed sometimes deck the barren beach, 
and now and then a green shrub, or a stunted yellow 
flower, wreathing its roots amid the shifting sand, will 
here and there appear upon the low hills c^led Dunes. 
But with these exceptions, all is waste and bare, pos* 
sessing alone that portion of the sublime which is de« 
rived from extent and desolation. 

It may be well conceived that the inhabitants of such 
a spot are few. Two small villages, and half a dozen 
isolated cottages, are the only vestiges of human habita- 
tion to be met with in the course of many a mile ; and 
at the time to which this tale refers, these few dwellings 
were still fewer. That time was long, long ago, at a 
period when another state of society existed in Europe ; 
and when one class of men were separated from all 
others by barriers which time, the great gravedigger 
of aU things, has now buried beneath the dust of bygont 
years. 

Nevertheless, the inhabitants of that tract of sandy 
country were less different in habits, manners, and even 
appearance, from those who tenant it at present, than 
might be imagined ; and in original character were very 
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much the same, combining in their disposition traits re- 
sembling the shore on which their habitations stood, and 
the element by the side of which they hved — simple, 
nnpolished, yet gentle and humble, and at the same time 
wild,' fearless, and rash as the stormy sea itself. 

I speak of seven centuries ago — a long time, indeed ! 
but nevertheless then, even then, there were as warm 
affections stirring in the world, as bright domestic love, 
as glad hopes and chilling fears as now — there were all 
the ties of home and kindred, as dearly felt, as fondly 
cherished, as boldly defended as they can be in the pres- 
ent day; and out upon the dull imagination and cold 
heart that cannot feel the link of human sympathy bind- 
ing us to our fellow beings even of the days gone by ! 

IJpon a dull, cold, melancholy evening, in the end of 
autumn, one of the fishermen of the shore near Scarp- 
hout gazed over the gray sea as it la^ before his eye, 
rolling in, with one dense line of foaming waves pouring 
for ever over the other. The sky was black and heavy, 
covered with clouds of a mottled leaden hue, growing 
darker towards the northwest, and the gusty whistling 
of the risine wind told of the coming storm. The fisher- 
man himself was a tall, gaunt man, with hair of %* onrizzled 
black, strong marked, but not unpleasant features, and 
many a long furrow across his broad, high brow. 

The spot on which he stood was a small sand hill on 
the little bay formed by a projecting ridge of dunes, at 
the extremity of which stood the old castle of Scarphout 
— even then in ruins, and at the time of high tide, sepa- 
rated from the land by the encroaching waves, but soon 
destined to be swept away altogether, leaving nothing 
«iut a crumbling tower here and there rising above the 
waters. Moored in the most sheltered part of the bay, 
before his eyes, were his two boats ; and behind him, 
underneath the sand hills that ran out to the old castle, 
was the cottage in which he and his family had dwelt for 
tenyears. 

He stood and gazed ; and then turning to a boy dressed 
in the same uncouth garments as himself, he said, ** No, 
Peterkin, no ! There will be a storm — I will not go to- 
night. Go, tell your father and the other men I will not 
go. I expect my son home from Toumai, and I will not 
go out on a stormy night when he is coming back after 
a long absence." 

The boy ran away along the shore to some still lower 
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cottages, which could just be seen at the opposite point, 
about two miles off; and the fisherman turned towards 
his own dwelling. Four rooms were all that it contained ; 
and the door which opened on the sands led into the first 
of these : but the chamber was clean and neat ; every- 
thing within it showed care and extreme attention ; the 
brazen vessels above the wide chimney, the pottery upon 
the shelves, all bore evidence of good housewifery ; and 
as the fisherman of Scarphout entered his humble abode, 
the warm blaze of the fire and the light of the resin can* 
die welcomed him to as clean an apartment as could be 
found in the palace of princes. 

He looked round it with a proud and satisfied smile ; 
and the arms of his daughter, a lovely girl of fourteen, 
were round his neck in a moment, while she exclaimed 
in a glad tone, speaking to her mother, who was busy in 
the room beyona, *' Oh, mother, he will not go out to sea 
to-night !** 

Her mother, who had once been very beautiful — ^nay, 
was so still-— came forth, and greeted her husband with 
a calm, glad kiss ; and sitting down, the fathej pulled off 
his heavy boots, and warmed his strong hands over the 
cheerful blaze. 

The wind whistled louder and louder still, the sea 
moaned as if tormented by the demon of the storm, and 
few, but dashing drops of heavy rain, came upon the 
blast, and rattled on the casements of the cottage. 

** It will be a fearful night !'^ said the fisherman, speak- 
ing to his daughter. '' Emeline, give me the book, and 
we will read the prayer for those that wander in the 
tempest." 

His daughter turned to one of the wooden shelves ; 
and from behind some very homely articles of kitchen 
furniture, brought forth one of the splendid books of the 
Romish church, from which her father read a prayer 
aloud, while mother and daughter knelt beside him. 

Higher still grew the storm as the night came on; more 
frequent and more fierce were the howung gusts of wind ; 
and the waves of the stirrcd-up ocean, cast in thunder 
upon the shore, seemed to shake the lowly cottage as if 
they would fain have swept it from the earth. Busily 
did Dame Alice, the fisherman's wife, trim the wood fire; 
eagerly and carefully did she prepare the supper for her 
husband and her expected son ; and often aid Emeline 
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listen to hear if, in the lulled intervals of the storm, sho 
could catch the sound of coming steps. 

At length, when the rushing of the wind and waves 
seemed at their highest, there came a loud knocking at 
the door, and the fisherman started up to open it, ex- 
claiming, " It is my son !" He threw it wide ; but the 
moment he had done so, he started back, exclaiming, 
** Who are you ?*' and pale as ashes, drenched with rain, 
and haggard, as if with terror and fatigue, staggered in 
a man as old as the fisherman himself, bearing in his 
arms what seemed the lifeless body of a young and lovely 
woman. 

The apparel of either stranger had, at one time, cost 
far more than the worth of the fisherman's cottage and 
all that it contained ; but now, that apparel was rent and 
soiled, and upon that of the man were evident traces of 
blood and strife. Motioning eagerl]^ to shut the door — 
as soon as it was done, he set his fair burden on one of 
the low settles, and besought for her the aid of the two 
women whom he beheld. It was given immediately; 
and although an air of surprise, and a look for a moment 
«ven fierce, had come over the fisherman's countenance 
on the first intrusion of strangers into his cottap^e, that 
look had now passed away ; and, taking the fair eirl, who 
lay senseless before him, in his strong arms, he oore her 
into an inner chamber, and placed her on his wife's own 
bed. The women remained with her ; and closing the 
jdoor, the fisherman returned to his unexpected guest, 
.demanding abruptly, *' Who is that T' 

The stranger crossed his question by another — " Are 
you Walran, the fisherman of Scarphout V^ he demanded, 
^ and will you plight your oath not to betray me 1" 

^I am Walran," replied the fisherman, ''and I do 
plight my oath." 

'* Then that is the daughter of Charles, count of Flan 
ders !" replied the stranger. *' I have saved her at the 
risk of my life from the assassins of her father !" 

*' The assassins of her father !" cried the fisherman. 
** Then is he dead T 

" He was slain yesterday in the church — in the very 
church itself, at Bruges ! Happily his son was absent, 
and his daughter is saved, at least if you will lend us 
that aid which a young man, who is even now engaged 
io misleading our pursuers, promised in jour name.*' 
** My son !" said the fisherman. ** His promise shall 
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bind bis father as if it were my own. But tell me, who 
are you ?" 

** I am Baldwin, lord of Wavrin," replied the stran^r. 
*' But we have no time for long conferences, good fisher- 
man. A party of assassins are triumphant in Flanders. 
The count is slain ; his son, a youth, yet unable to re- 
cover or defend his own without aid : his daughter is 
here, pursued by the murderers of her father; she can- 
not be long concealed, and this night, this very ni§^t, I 
must find some method to bear her to the shores of 
France, so that I may place her in safety ; and as a faith- 
ful friend of my dead sovereign, obtain the means of 
snatching his son's inheritance from the hands of his 
enemies, ere their power be confirmed beyond remedy. 
Will you venture to bear us out to sea in your boat, and 
Win a reward such as a fisherman can seldom gain ?" 

" The storm is loud !" said the fisherman ;* " the wind 
is cold ; and ere you reach the coast of France, that fair 
flower would be withered never to revive again. You 
must leave her here." 

'^ But she will be discovered and slain by the murderers 
of her father," replied Baldwin. •* What, are you a 
man and a seaman, and fear to dare the storm for such 
an object T" 

" I fear nothing," answered the fisherman, calmly. 
** But here is my son ! Albert, Grod's benison be upon 
you, my boy," he added, as a young man entered the 
cottage, with the dark curls of his jetty hair dripjung 
with the night rain. ** Welcome back ! but you come in 
an hour of trouble. Cast the great bar across the door, 
and let no one enter, while I show this stranger a refuge 
he knows not." 

** No one shall enter living," said the young man, 
after returning his father^s first embrace ; and the fisher- 
man, taking one of the resin lights from the table, passed 
through the room where the fair unhappy Marguerite of 
Flanders lay, recovering, from the swoon into which she 
had fallen, to a recollection of all that was painful in 
existence. 

'* Should they attempt to force the door," whispered 
the fisherman to his wife, " bring her quick after me, 
«iid bid Albert and Emeline follow." And striding on 
with the Lord of Wavrin into the room beyond, he gave 
his guest the light, while he advanced towards the waU 
which ended the building on that side. It had formed 
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part of some old tenement, most probably a monasterj, 
which had long ago occupied the spot, when a little 
town, now no longer existing, had been gathered together 
at the neck of the promontory on which the fort of 
Scarphout stood. 

This one wall was all that remained of the former 
habitations; and against it the cottage was built; though 
the huge stone of which it was composed were but little 
in harmony with the rest of the low building. To it, 
however, the fisherman advanced, and placing his shoul- 
der against one of the enormous stones, to the astonish- 
ment of the stranger it mo?ed round upon a pivot in the 
wall, showing the top of a small staircase, leading down 
apparently into the ground. A few words sufficed to tell 
' that^that staircase led, by a passage under the narrow 
neck of sand hills, to the old castle beyond ; and that in 
that old castle was still one room habitable, though un- 
known to any but the fisherman himself. 

** Here, then, let the lady stay," he said, " guarded^ 
fed, and tended by my wife and children ; and for you 
and me, let us put to sea. I will bring you safe to Bou- 
logne, if I sleep not with you beneath the waves ; and 
there, from the King of France, you may gain aid to re- 
establish rightful rule within the land." 

" To Boulogne," said the stranger, " to Boulogne 1 
Nay, let us pause at Bergues or Calais, for I am not 
loved in Boulogne, i once," he added, boldly, seeing 
some astonishment in the fisherman's countenance, '* I 
once wronged the former Count of Boulogne — I scruple 
not to say it — I did him wrong ; and though he has been 
dead for years, yet his people love me not, and I have 
had warning to avoid their dwellings." 

•* And do you think the love or hate of ordinary peo- 
ple can outlive long years 1" demanded the fisherman ; 
" but, nevertheless, let us to Boulogne ; for there is even 
now the King of France : so said a traveller Who landed 
here the other day. And the king, who is come, they 
say, to judge upon the spot who shall inherit the long 
vacant county of Boulogne, will give you protection 
against your enemies, and aid to restore your sovereign's 
son to his rightful inheritance." 

The Lord of Wavrin mused for a moment, but con- 
sented, and all was speedily arranged. The fair Mar* 
guerite of Flanders, roused and cheered by the care of 
the fisherman's family, gladly took advantage of the ref- 
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ttge offered her, and found no terrors in the long damp 
vaults or ponderous stone door that hid her from the 
world ; and feeling that she herself was now in safety, 
she scarcely looked round the apartment to which she 
was led, but gave herself up to the thoughts of her fa- 
ther's bloody death, her brother's situation of peril, and 
all the dangers that lay before the faithful friend who, 
with a father's tenderness, had guided her safely from 
the house of murder and desolation. 

He, on his part, saw the heavy stone door roll slowly 
to after the princess, and ascertaining that an iron bolt 
within gave her the means of securing her retreat, at 
least in a degree, he left her, with a mind comparatively 
tranquillized in regard to her, and followed the fisher- 
man towards the beach. 

There the boat was found already prepared, with its 

Erow towards the surf, and one or two of the fisherman's 
ardy companions ready to share his danger. 
The Lord of Wavrin looked up to the dark and star- 
less sky ; he felt the rude wind push roughly against his 
broad chest; he heard the billows fall in thunder upon 
the sandy shore ! But he thought of his murdered sov- 
ereign, and of that sovereign's helpless orphans, and 
springing into the frail bark, he bade the men push off, 
though he felt that there was many a chance those 
words might be the signals of his death. Watching till 
the wave had broken, the three strong seamen pushed 
the boat through the yielding sand ; the next instant she 
floated ; they leaped in, and struggling for a moment 
with the coming wave, the bark bounded out into the 
sea, and was lost to the sight of those that watched her 
from the shore. 



CHAPTER II. 

There were tears in the blue eye of the morning, but 
they were like the tears of a spoiled beauty when her 
momentary anger has gained all she wishes, and the pas- 
sionate drops begin to be checkered by smiles not less 
wayward. Gradually, however, the smiles predomina- 
ted; the clouds grew less frequent and less heavy, the 
sun shone out with shorter mtervals, and though the 
wind and the sea still sobbed and heaved with the past 

F3 
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storm, the sky was momently becoming more and more 
serene. 

Such was the aspect of the coming day, when the un- 
happy Marguerite of Flanders again opened her eyes, af- 
ter having for a time forgotten her sorrow in but too 
brief repose. For a moment she doubted whether the 
past were not all a dream ; but the aspect of the cham- 
ber in which she now found herself, very different from 
that which she had inhabited in her father^s palace, soon 
recalled the sad reality* And yet, as she gazed round 
the room, there was nothing rude or coarse in its ap- 
pearance. Rich tapestry was still upon the wails ; the 
dressoir was still covered with fine linen and purple, and 
many a silver vessel — laver, and ewer, and cup, stood 
ready for her toilet. The small grated windows, with 
the enormous walls in which they were set, the faded 
colours of the velvet hangings of the bed in which she 
had been sleeping, the vaulted roof, showing no carved 
and gilded OBkj but the cold, bare stone, told that she 
was in the chamber of a lone and ruined fortress ; but 
one that less than a century before had contained per- 
sons in whose veins flowed the same blood that wan- 
dered through her own. 

Rising, she gazed out of the window, which looked 
upon the wide and rushing sea, and she thought of the 
good old Lord of Warvin, and his dangerous voyage ; 
and, like the figures iu a delirious dream, the forms of 
the old fisherman, and his beautiful daughter and fair 
wile, and handsome dark-eyed son, came back upon her 
memory. 

A slight knock at the door roused her; but her whole 
nerves had been so much shaken with terror that she 
hardly dared to bid the stranger enter. At length, how- 
ever, she summoned courage to do so, and the fair and 
smiling face of Emeline, the fisherman^s daughter, ap- 
peared behind the opening door. 

Tom from the fond, accustomed things of early days, 
left alone and desolate in a wild and unattractive spot, 
surrounded by dangers, and for the first time exposed to 
adversity, the heart of Marguerite of Flanders was but 
too well disposed to cling to whatever presented itself 
for affection. Emeline she found kind and gentle, but 
thou^ younger, of a firmer mood than herself, having 
been brought up in a severer school ; and to her Mar* 
f uente iioon learned to clings 
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But there was another companion whom fate cast in 
her way, from whom she could not withhold the same 
natural attachment, though but too likely to prove dan- 
gerous to her peace. Morning and evening, every day, 
Albert, the fisherman's son, who had been left behind by, 
his father to afford that protection which none but a man 
could give, visited her retreat in the company of his 
sister ; and Marguerite was soon taught to long for those 
visits as the brightest hours of her weary concealment. , 

But in the mean time the fisherman returned no more. 
Day passed after day ; morning broke, and evening fell, 
and the boat which had left the shore of Scarphout on 
that eventful evening did not appear again. The eye 
of the fisherman's wife strained over the waters, and 
when at eventide the barks of the other inhabitants of 
the coast were seen approaching the shore, his children 
ran down to inquire for their parent — but in vain. 

About the same time, too, fragments of wrecks — 
masts, sails, and planks — were cast upon the sands, and 
dark and sad grew the brows of the once happy family 
at the point of Scarphout. The two other men whom 
he had chosen to accompany him were unmarried, but 
their relations at lengt4i gave up the last hope, and the 
priest of Notre Dame de Blankenbergh was besought to 
say masses for the souls of the departed. The good old 
man wept as he promised to comply, for though he had 
seen courts, and lived in the household of a noble prince, 
he loved his simple flock, and had ever been much at- 
tached to the worthy man whose boat was missing. 

Marguerite of Flanders, with a fate but too intimately 
interwoven with that of the unfortunate family at Scarpa 
hout, had been made acquainted with the hopes and fears 
of every day, had mingled her tears with Emeline, and 
had even clasped the hand of Albert, while she soothed 
him with sympathetic sorrow for his father's loss. 
" Mine is an unhappy fat^," she said, " to bring sorrow 
and danger even here, while seeking to ty from it my< 
self." 

" Grieve not, lady, in that respect," replied Albert, 
raising her hands to his lips ; " we have but done our 
(luty towards you, and our hearts are pot such as to re- 
gret that we have done so, even though we lose a father 
by it. Neither fear for your own fate. The times must 
change for better ones, la the mean while you are io 
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H|fety here, and should need be, I will defend you with 
the last drop of my blood." 

The morning that followed, however, wore a different 
aspect. Scarcely were matins over, when the good old 
priest himself visited the cottage of the fisherman, and 

Proceeded to those of his companions, spreading joy and 
ope wherever he came, what, it may be asked, was 
the source of such joy % It was but a vision ! The old 
man had dreamed, he said, that he had seen the fisherman 
of Scarphout safe and well, with a net in his hand, in 
which were an innumerable multitude of fishes. And 
this simple dream was, in that age, sufiicient to dry the 
eyes of mourning, and bhng back hope to bosoms that 
had been desolate. 

Albert flew to communicate the tale to Marguerite of 
Flanders, and there was spoken between them many a 
word of joy—- joy that so often entwines its arms with 
tenderness. He now came oftener than ever, for the old 
priest by some means had learned that he took an inter- 
est in all the changing fortunes of the state of Flanders, 
and daily the good man brought him tidings, which some- 
times he felt it a duty, sometimes a pleasure, to tell to 
the lonely dweller in the ruined castle. 

He found, too, that his presence cheered her, and that 
his conversation won her from her grief. She began to 
cling even more to him than to his sister ; for he knew 
more of the world, and men, and courts, than Emeline, 
and he thought it but kind to afford her every solace and 
pleasure he could give. Each day his visits*became more 
frequent, and continued longer. 

Sometimes he would liberate her, after a sort, from 
her voluntary prison, by taking her, with Emeline, in bis 
boat upon the moonlight sea, or even by leading her 
along, under the eye of Heaven's queen, upon the smooth 
san(fi, when the waves of a calm night rippled up to their 
feet. At other times he would sit upon the stones of 
the old battlements, rent and rifted by the warfare of 
ages, and would while her thoughts away from herself 
by tales of other days, when those battlements had with- 
stood the assault of hosts, and those halls had been the 
resort of the fair and brave, now dust. 

Then, again, he would ffive her tidings which he had 

^gained while dwellmgat Namuror at Tournay ; reciting 

the gallant deeds of the servants of the Cross in distant 

Palestine, or telling of the horrc-.^s of captivity in Pay^ 
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tiimrie ; and then, too, he would sing, as they sat above 
the waters, with a voice, and a skill, and a taste, which 
Marguerite fancied all unequaUed in the world. 

Day by day, and hour by hour, the fair inexperienced 
Princess of Flanders felt that she was losing her young 
heart to the youth of low degree ; and yet what could 
she do to stay the fugitive, or call him back to her own 
bosom from his hopeless flight ? It was not alone that 
Albert was, in her eyes at least, the handsomest man 
she had ever beheld — it was not alone that he was gen- 
tle, kind, and tender — ^but it was that on him alone she 
was cast for aid, protection, amusement, information, 
hope ; that her fate hung upon his word; and that while 
he seemed to feel and triumph in the task, yet it was 
with a deep, earnest, anxious solicitude for her peace 
and for her security. 

And did she think, that with all these feelings in her 
bosom, he had dared to love her in return — to love her, 
the princess of that land in which he was alone the son 
of a poor fisherman ? She knew he had ; she saw it in 
his eyes, she heard it in every tone, she felt it in the 
tender touch of the strong hand that aided her in her 
stolen wanderings. And thus it went on from day to 
day, till words were spoken that no after thought coul^ 
ever recall, and Marguerite owned, that if Heaven willed 
that her father's lands should never return to her father's 
house, she could, with a happy heart, see state and dig- 
nity pass away from her, and wed the son of the fish- 
erman of Scarphout. 

But still the fisherman himself returned not. Days 
had grown into weeks, and weeks had become months, 
yet no tiding of him or his companions had reached the 
shore, and men began to fancy that the vision of the old 
priest might be no more than an ordinary dream. Not 
so, however, the family of the fisherman himself. They 
seemed to hold the judgment of the good man infallible, 
and every day he visited their cottage, bringing them 
tidings of all the events which took place in the struggle 
that now convulsed the land. 

By this time, the King of France had roused himself 
to chastise the rebels of Flanders, and to reinstate the 
young count in his dominions. He had summoned his 
vassals to his standard, and creating two experienced 
leaders marshals of his host, had entered the disturbed 
iecritory with li^ce in the rest. Little armed opposi- 
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tion had been made to his progress, though two or three 
detached parties from his army had been cut off and 
slaughtered. But this only exasperated the monarch 
still more, and he had been heard to vow that nothing 
but the death of every one of the conspirators would 
satisfy him for the blood of Charles the Good, and of the 
faithful friends who had fallen with him. 

Such was the tale told by the good priest to Albert, 
the fisherman^s son, one day towards the end of the year, 
and by him repeated to Marguerite of Flanders, who 
heard it with very mingled feelings ; for if a momentary 

Joy crossed her heart to think that the murderers of her 
ather would receive their just reward and her brother 
would recover the coronet of Flanders, the fear, the cer- 
tainty that she herself would be torn from him she 
loved, overclouded the brief sunshine, and left her mind 
all dark. 

The next day, however, new tidings reached Albert, 
and filled his heart with consternation and surprise. 
Bur chard, the chief murderer of the dead count, had, it 
was said, despatched a messenger to the King of France, 
to bid him either hold off from Bruges, or send him a 
free pardon for himself and all his companions, lest 
another victim should be added to those already gone 
from the family of the dead count. " I have in my 
power," he had added, " the only daughter of Charles, 
called by you the Good. I know her retreat — I hold 
her as it were in a chain, and I shall keep her as a 
hostage, whose blood shall flow if a hard measure be 
dealt to me," 

Albert fell into deep thought. Could it be true, he 
asked himself, that Burchard had really discovered Mar- 
guerite of Flanders ? If so, it were time, he thought, to 
fulfil one part of his father's directions concerning her, 
at any cost to himself; and as those directions had been, 
in case danger menaced her in the retreat, to carry her 
to sea, and, landing ou the coast of France, to place her 
in the hands of the king or his representative, it may 
easily be conceived that the execution thereof would be 
not a little painful to one fgr whom each hour of her 
society was joy. 

The more he pondered, however, the more he felt 
that it must be done ; but it happened that for the last 
three days, four or five strange sail had been seen idly 
^e^tin^ about not far from the coast, and Albert deter* 
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mined, in the first instance, to ascertain their purpose. 
With some young men from the neighbouring cottages, 
he put to sea, and finding an easy excuse to approach 
one of the large vessels which he had beheld, be asked* 
as if accidentally, to whom they belonged, when, with 
consternation and anxiety, he heard that they were 
the ships of " Burchard, Pr6v6t of St. Donatien." 

Returning at once to the shore, he dismissed his com- 
panions and sought his father^s cottage ; but there he 
found that tidings had come during his absence that the 
King of France had advanced upon Bruges, and that 
Burchard had fled with his troops ; but the same report 
added, that the rebels, hotly pursued by the chivalry of 
France, had directed their flight towards the seashore. 
Time pressed — the moment <Sf danger was approaching) 
i)ut still great peril appeared in every course of action 
which could be adopted. The escape by sea was evi- 
dently cut off ; the retreat of Marguerite of Flanders 
was apparently discovered ; and if a flight by land were 
attempted, it seemed only likely to lead injto the power 
of the enemy« 

With her, then, he determined to consult, and passing 
through the vaults, he was soon by the side of the fair 
unfortunate girl, whose fate depended upon the decision 
of the next few minutes. He told her all ; but to her 
as well as to himself, to fly seemed more hazardous 
than to remain. The high tide was coming up ; in less 
than half an hour the castle would be cut off from the 
land ; the King of France was hard upon the track of 
the enemy, and various events might tend to favour her 
there. 

** I would rather jdie,''«ald the princess, ^< than fall liv- 
ing into their hands ; and I can oie here as well as any- 
where else, dear Albert.^' 

•* They shall pass over my dead body ere they reach 
you,'* answered he. " Many a thing has been done, Mar- 
^erite, by a single arm ; and if I can defend you till 
the king arrives, you are safe." 

" But arms f she said. ** You have no arms.** 

" Oh ! yes, I have," he answered. ** No one knows 
the secrets of this old castle but my father and myself $ 
and there are arms here too for those who need them* 
Wait but a moment, and I will return." 

His absence was as brief as might be ; but when he 
£ame back, Marguerite saw him armed with shield ao(ji 

F 3 
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casque, sword and battle axe ; but without either hanbert 
or coat of mail, which, though they might have guarded 
him from wounds, would have deprived him of a part of 
that agility which could alone enable one to contend 
with many. 

*' If I could but send Emeline," he said, as he came up, 
" to call some of our brave boatmen from the cottages 
to our assistance here, we might set an army at defiance 
for an hour or two." 

Marguerite only answered by pointing with her hand 
to a spot on the distant sands, where a small body of 
horsemen, perhaps not a hundred, were seen galloping 
at full speed towards Scarphout. Albert saw that it 
was too late to call further aid ; and now only turned to 
discover where he could best make his defence in case 
of need. 

There was a large massy wall, which, ere the sea had 
encroached upon the building, ran completely round the 
castle, but which now only flanked one side of the ruins, 
running out like a jetty into the waters which had swal- 
lowed up the rest. It was raised about twenty feet 
above the ground on one side, and perhaps twenty-five 
above the sea on the other ; and at the top, between the 
parapets, was a passage which would hardly contain 
two men abreast. Upon this wall, about halfway be- 
tween the keep and the sea, was a small projecting tur- 
ret, and there Albert saw that Marguerite might find 
shelter, while, as long as he lived, he could defend the 
passage against any force coming from the side of the 
land. He told her his plans ; and for her only answer, 
she fell upon his neck and wept. But he wiped her tears 
away with his fond lips, and spoke words of hope and 
comfort. 

( " See !" he said, " the sea is already covering the 
chaussh between us and the land, and if they do not pos- 
sess the secret of the vaults, they cannot reach us till 
the tide falls." 

When he turned his eyes to the shore, the body of L 

horsemen were within a mile of the ca«tle ; but then, f 

with joy inexpressible, he beheld upon the edge of the 
sand hills, scarcely two miles behind them, a larger 
force hurrying on as if- in pursuit with banner and pen- 
nant, and standard displayed, and lance beyond lance 
bristling up against the sky. 
^*The King of France! the King of France!" he 
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cried; but still the foremost body galloped on* They 
reached the shore, drew up their horses when they saw 
that the tide was in ; turned suddenly towards the cot- 
tage ; and the next moment Albert could see his mother 
and Emeline fly from their dwelling across the sands. 
The men-at*arms had other matters in view than to pur« 
sue them ; but Albert now felt that they were aware of 
the secret entrance, and that Marguerite's only hope was 
in his own talour. 

" To the turret, my beloved !" he cried, ** to the tur- 
ret !^' And half bearing, half leading her along, he placed 
her under its shelter, and took his station in the pass* 
A new soul seemed to animate him, new light shone 
forth from his eye; and, in words which might have 
suited the noblest of the land, he exhorted her to keep 
her firmness in the moment of danger, to watch around^ 
and give him notice of all she saw from the loopholes 
of the turret. 

Then came a moment of awful suspense, ii^hile in si* 
lence and in doubt they waited the result ; but still the 
host of France might be seen drawing nearer and more 
near ; and the standard of the king could be distinguished 
floating on the wind amid a thousand other banners of va* 
rious feudal lords. Hope grew high in Albert's breast, and 
he trusted that ere Burchard could find and force the en- 
trance, the avenger would be upon him. He hoped in 
vain, however, for the murderer was himself well ac* 
quainted with the spot, and had only paused to secure 
the door of the vaults, so that his pursuers could not fol- 
low by the same means he himself employed. In another 
minute loud voices were heard echoing through the 
ruin, and Albert and Marguerite, concealing themselves 
as best they could, beheld the fierce and bloodthirsty 
pr^v6t with his companions seeking them through the 
castle. 

» Still onward bore the banners of France; and ere 
Burchard had discovered their concealment^ the shore at 
half a bowshot distance was lined with chivalry. So 
near were they, that, uninterrupted by the soft murmur 
of the waves, could be heard the voice of a herald call- 
ing upon the rebels to surrender, and promising pardon 
to all but the ten principal conspirators. A loud shout 
of defiance was the only reply ; for at that very moment 
the eye of Burchard lighted on the form of Albert as h«j 
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crouched under the wall, and the men-at-anns poored 
ou along^ the narrow passage. 

Concealment could now arail nothing ; and startioA 
up with his battle axe in his hand, he planted himseS 
between the rebels and the princess. The French on 
the shore could now behold him also, as he stood with 
Ilalf his figure abore the parapet ; and instantly, seeming 
to divine his situation, some crossbow-^nen were brought 
forward, and poured their quarrels on the men of the 
pi^vdt as they rushed forward to attack him. Two or 
three were struck down ; but the others hurried on, and 
the safety of Albert himself required the crossbow-men 
to cease, when hand to hand he was compelled to op* 
pose the passage of the enemy. Each blow of his bat- 
tle axe could still be beheld from the land ; and as one 
alter another of his foes went down before that strong^ 
and ready arm, loud and gratulating shouts rang from 
his friends upon the shore* 

Still others pressed on, catching a view of Marguerite 
herself, as, in uncontrollable anxiety for him she loved, 
8he gazed forth from the turret door, and a hundred eager 
e3re8 were bent upon her, certain that if she could be 
taken, a promise of pardon, or a death of vengeance at 
leasts would be obtained ; but only one could approach 
at a time, and Albert was forming for himself a rampart 
of dead and dying. At that moment, however, Burchard, 
who stood behind, pointed to the castle court below, 
where a number of old planks and beams lay rotting in 
the son. 

A dozen of his men sprang down, caught up the ma« 
terials which he showed them, planted them against the 
wall beyond the turret, and soon raised up a sort of tot- 
tering scaffold behind the place where Marguerite's gal- 
lant defender stood. He himself, eager in the strife be- 
fore him, saw not what had happened; but she had 
marked the fatal advantage the enemy had gained, and, 
gliding like a ghost from out the turret, she approached 
close to his side, exclaiming, "They are coming! — 
they are coming from the other side ! and we are lost !" 

Albert turned his head, and comprehended in a mo- 
ment. But one hope was left. Dashing to the earth 
the next opponent who was climbing over the dead bo- 
dies between them, he struck a second blow at the one 
beyond, which made him recoil upon his fellows. Then 
casting his battle axe and shield away, he caught the 
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light form of Marguerite in his arms, sprang upon the 
parapet, and exclaiming, "Now God befriend us!'* 
plunged at once into the deep sea, while, at the very 
same moment, the heads of the fre§h assailants appeared 
upon the wall beyond. * 

A cry of terror and amazement rang from the shore ; 
and the King of France himself, with two old knights 
beside him, rode on till the waters washed their horses* 
feet. Albert and Marguerite were lost to sight in a mo« 
ment ; but the next instant they appeared again ; and^ 
long accustomed to sport with the same waves that now 
curled gently round him as an old loved friend, bearing 
the head of Marguerite lifted on his left arm, with his 
right he struck boldly towards the shore. 

On — on he bore her ! and like a lamb in the bosom of 
the shepherd, she lay without a struggle, conquering 
strong terror by stronger resolution. On— on he bore 
her ! Glad shouts hailed him as he neared the shore \ 
and with love and valour lending strength, he came 
nearer and more near. At length his feet touched the 
ground, and throwing both arms round her, he bore her 
safe, and rescued, tiU he trod the soft, dry sand. Then 
kneeling before the monarch, he set his fair burden softly 
on the ground— but still he held, her hand. 

"Hold I nobles — ^hold!" cried the King of France^ 
springing from his horse. " Before any one greets him, 
I will give him the greeting he well has won. Advance 
the standard over us ! * Albert of Boulogne, in the name 
of God, St. Michael, and St. George, I dub thee knight \ 
Be ever, as to-day, gallant, brave, and true. This is 
the recompense we give. Fair lady of Flanders, we 
think you owe him a recompense likewise ; and we be* 
lieve that, according to our wise coast laws, that which 
a fisherman brings up from the sea is his own by right. 
Is it not so, my good Lord of Boulogne ?" and he turned 
to a tall old man beside him. " You^ of all men, should 
know best ; as for ten years you have enacted the Fishet" 
man of Scarphout.^^ 

The nobles laughed loud, and with tears of joy the 
old Count of Boulogne, for it was no other, embraced 
his gallant son, while at the same time the Lord of 
Wavrin advanced, and pressed Marguerite's hand in that 
of her deliverer, saying, •* Her father, sire, by will, as 

rou will find, gave the disposal of her hand to me, and 
am but doing my duty to him in bestowing it on one 
Vol. II —12 
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who merits it so well. At the same time, it is a com- 
fort to my heart to offer my noble lord, the Count of 
Boulogne, some atonement for having done him wrong 
in years long gone, and for having, even by mistake, 
brought on him your displeasure and a ten years' exile. 
He has forgiven me, but 1 have not forgiven myself ; 
and as an offering of repentance, all my own lands and 
territories, at my death, I give, in addition, to the dowry 
of Marguerite of Flanders." 

We will not pause upon the death of Burchard, Pr6v6t 
of St. Donatien. It was, as he merited, upon a scaffold. 
Explanations, too, are tedious, and the old history tells 
no more than we have here told, leaving the imagina- 
tion of its readers to fill up all minor particulars in the 
life of the Fisherman of Scarphout. 

These tales were followed by a moral essay on the 
Use of Time, which none of the party would acknow- 
ledge, though it was strongly suspected to be the pro> 
duction of a young lady, in the assumed character of an 
old man. 



THE USE OF TIME. 

TiHE, considered in the same light as the other pos- 
sessions of man, is certainly of them all the most vai- 
uable, as so very small portion is allotted to each indi- 
yiduai. Yet every means are employed by the great 
bulk of mankind to waste that of which our quantity i^ 
80 diminutive, every art is used to dissipate what will 
naturally fly from us, every idea is bent on driving away 
that which we can never recall. 

Oar first thought, on awaking from sleep, is. How shall 
I spend the day ? Surely it ought rather to be. How 
shall I*best employ those moments of which Heaven has 
given me so few ? which of the various modes of filling 
m^ time will be most consonant to reason and virtue— > 
will most redound to mine own honour — will be most 
advantageous to society ? 

There is no art which would be more beneficial to the 
jNTorldy or which is less practised, than the economy of 
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moments. A thousand spaces present themselves in the 
life of every man, which are left unoccupied, even amid 
the bustle of pleasure, or the anxiety of business — too 
small to be employed in serious study, too sudden and 
evanescent to offer opportunity for any prolonged en- 
joyment. But these vacuities might almost always be 
used to produce either some harmless gratification to 
ourselves, or some benefit to others ; some improvement 
of our corporeal or intellectual faculties, or some scheme 
for giving satisfaction, or acquirii^ happiness. Man 
need never be idle, even for an instant. If the accident 
of the moment deprive him of books, the page of nature 
will most frequently be before him. Should this also 
be excluded^from his view, let him turn his considera- 
tion to the tablet of his own mind ; let him correct its 
errors, let him engrave more deeply the lines of right; 
let him strengthen the powers of reason, b^ examining 
and arranging his own thoughts ; let him think, but not 
dream ; and he will find an inexhaustible fund of em- 
ployment and delight — a fund which is always replete 
with improvement, and which is constantly accessible to 
his research. 

Moments are the most precious treasures we possess ; 
and by them most frequently is the fate of man decided. 
The ultimate effects of the impulse or accident of an in- 
stant will frequently give a colouring to the whole pic- 
ture of our future life ; either shadow it with sorrow or 
brigiiten it with prosperity. Moments, therefore, ought 
never to be neglected : they ought never to be wasted in 
idleness, nor remain unguarded by vigilance; for in their 
passing, they hurry on our fate ; and on their occupa- 
tion and event our happiness here and hereafter de- 
pends. 

Procrastination is another of the most idle ways of 
wasting time : more destructive to happiness, more 
baneful to society, more hostile to virtue and reason, 
than almost any other custom short of actual vice. It 
weakens the mind, it cheats the understanding, and in- 
duces a state of intellectual imbecihty, always increas- 
ing and never to be overcome. It is not alone that we 
substitute resolutions for actions, and spend in deter- 
minations those moments which ought to be employed 
in doing service to ourselves or benefiting society ; but 
the mental cowardice grows upon us, and we lose the 
power even of resolving, where action is necessary, and 
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where doubt is still more dangerous than error ; per- 
plexing our mind with distressing hesitation, as opposite 
to necessary caution as real prudence is to headlong 
rashness and blind timidity. Procrastination has been 
called ** the thief of time." It is worse ! It is the mur- 
derer of man^s best friend. 

Was all our time filled with the obvious duties which 
present themselves to our view — engaged in the harm- 
less pleasures that at every step lie in our path, or em- 
ployed in well-directed observation and moral improve- 
ment — were those vacant moments^ which men leel so 
burdensome, snatched eagerly for the acquirement of 
knowledge, or the reciprocation of benefits — the advan- 
tage to mankind would be, not alone the increased en- 
joyment of existence^ but also, escape from temptation 
to evil, and security in the path of right. 

Notwithstanding these observations, every man will 
Und that he cannot always compel his mind to any par- 
ticular object; and that, when he wishes to employ 
profitably a vacancy in his time, he must allow hiti 
thoughts to follow, in a degree, their former course ; or, 
at }^ast, guide them into a new channel by some easy 
means ofconamunication. 

1 have often inyself experienced this restiveness of 
imagination; and whether it be from the weakness of 
age, or a natural drowsiness of constitution, I know not; 
but, whenever I endeavour to force my ideas towards 
Subjects unassimilating with previous impressions, es- 
pecially when at all under the influence of bodily fatigue^ 
my mind seeks to escape from the burdensome employ- 
ment I would impose on it, by taking refuge in the arms 
of slumber. 

I had one day striven hard. to fix my thoughts upon 
subjects very nearly connected with the foregoing ob- 
servations, although, at the moment, I was fatigued and 
exhausted with exercises and occupations unknown and 
dissimilar to m]^ secluded habits ; and", as I endeavoured 
to arrange my ideas in a more distinct form, gradually 
they lost their course, became more and more confused, 
and I dropped asleep. 

If it be natural for the weary meditator to sleep, it is 
still more natural for the poet or essayist to dream; 
and, indeed, I have a custom of carrying on, during the 
hours of repose, that train of thought, which has occu- 
^^ me while awake : dressed indeed in a more fanciful 
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^rb, and marshalled with all the extravagance of un- 
controlled imagination. 

On the present occasion, no sooner had I closed m^ • 
eyes, than, as us^al, the ideas which I had impressed on 
my mind again appeared, but in somewhat of a different 
form. The whole objects in the room, however, were 
unchanged, even in the visions of my sleep. I still re- 
clined in my easy chair. My table, littered with papers, 
was before me — the picture of my great grandfather 
stared me in the face from the other side of the room — 
my wig hung in its usual recess by the fireplace — my 
snuffbox remained half open on the table ; and my red 
morocco slippers rested on their own peculiar stool, un- 
disturbed by mtruding feet. 

In a few minutes, as 1 fixed my eyes upon the picture 
of my great grandfather, the reverend effigy began to 
move ; the next instant the figure descended from the 
background, and bowing with all the formal grace of 
one thousand seven hundred and seven, advanced to- 
wards the table. I returned the salutation of my rever- 
end ancestor, and begged him to ba seated — I could do 
no less for one who had made such advances — and then, 
in all that absurd caricature of real life which dreams 
occasionally display, we began to pour forth an over- 
whelming fiood of compliments upon each other, in 
which, however, the copiousness of my great grand- 
father had considerably the advantage. Indeed, he 
seemed resolved to indemnify himself in that one night 
for the ages of silence he had passed within his frame. 

At length, after an oration too long to be repeated* 
and which, in truth, I scarcely understood, he informed 
me, that knowing my desire to see all the moments of 
my passed life, he had come out of the canvass on pur- 
pose to gratify me ; and that he would immediately oall 
them to my sight, exactly as they had resdly been, in 
distinct classes, and in regularlroutine. 

As he concluded, he rapped the snuffbox, with which 
he was represented in the portrait, and in a moment the 
room was filled with little winged boys, resembling our 
pictures of cherubim. ** These," said my ancestor, " are 
the first twenty years of thy life. You may observe, 
that most of them are blind, for men, like kittens, do 
not open their eyes until they have been some time in 
the world — ^those that appear all over prickles, and who 
flutter about with such vehemence, are the momente 
IS* 
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wasted in love — those with sleepy air, swarthy complex* 
ion, and dusty wings, have passed you while poring over 
old authors and musty volumes : and those that fly about* 
casting somersets in the air, like tumbler pigeons, are 
the instants spent in balls and assemblies in the giddy 
days of youth." 

" But why," demanded I, " do so many that I see 
carry a scull, more especially those that bear a smile 
upon their lips, as if they mocked the memento in their 
hands?" ^ 

•' All those," replied he, ** are moments wasted ; some 
in folly, some in actual vice, and some passed by, un- 
filled by action, or unemployed by thought ; but all alike, 
the winged hasteners of mortality." 

'* But are not all the others the same ?" demahded I, 
** even those who appear so calm and placid ; those 
few, those very few, who neither laugh nor frown, but 
whose looks are full of expression, and whose unclosed 
eyes seem to beam with approbation — surely all mo* 
nients tend alike towards the tomb ?" 

" Those," replied he, " are the instants given to the 
doing of good deeds and to the pursuit of virtue ; and 
they lead us even beyond the tomb ; through the portal 
of death, open the gates of life, and smooth our passago 
to eternity." 

He had now called to view the next twenty years of 
my life ; and directly another winged crowd appeared, 
some of whom bore ladders, many of the steps whereof 
were broken or irregular ; and these, I was told, were 
the moments given to the delusions of pride and the 
dreams of ambition. Others were little gloomy-looking 
imps, which, however, often when they would seem to 
frown the most, would suddenly assume a smile, so 
placid and beaming, that a ray from Heaven appeared 
to have fallen upon their features. These, I found, were 
the moments of well-conducted study, calm reflection, 
and self-examination. Some, again, had no bodies ; and 
their wings were decked with all hues and colours, as 
if each were a rainbow ; but at the same time, like the 
painted follower of the summer cloud, they were thin, 
transparent, and unsubstantial. These, he informed me, 
were times of v^iin imaginations, and unreasonable de- 
sires. A multitude came next f many of whom had the 
brow bent, and the corners of the mouth drawn into a 
kind of sneer. There were others, whose features at 



TH£ DB8ULT0RT MAN. 1S9 

once displayed a tear and a smile, both so bright, it was 
impossible tb say which was the most radiant. Of these 
two sorts, the first were the moments of cynicism and 
misanthropy ; and the second displayed the times given 
to particular charity or general benevolence. 

** And now,'- said my great grandfather, '' for the next 
twenty years." 

" Stop, stop, my dear sir," cried I, '^ remember I am 
not sixty yet."^ 

** Fifty-nine years, six months, three days, eleven 
hours, five-and-twenty minutes* four seconds," replied 
he, in an angry tone. The fearful recapitulation put an 
end to both my dream and my slumber ; and starting up 
in my chair, I found — ^the clock striking. 

There were many other contributions, but I have only 
kept a copy of two more, the first of which was sugges- 
ted by the apprehensions expressed by one of the party, 
lest the multiplication of steam engines should ulti- 
mately exhaust all the fuel in the world. The second 
was occasioned by a reference made to the days when 
we had first met, by one in whom the equanimity of a 
high mind had preserved all the freshness of extreme 
youth. 



THE LAST FIRE: 

k VISION OF STEAM. 

[As I sat, a few nights ago, reading in the newspapers many alarm- 
ing calculations concerning the consumption of fael by the mul- 
tiplication of steam engines, I fell into a dose, when the fol- 
lowing awful and prophetic vision present«d itself to my eyes. 
Immediately on waking, it fell naturally, as it were, into verse ; 
and 1 think the subject too important to be withheld from public 
consideration.] 

I SLEPT ; and, in a vision, to my eyes 
Nature's last tragedy appeared to rise. 
Man's climbing mind has subtilized each art. 
Sublimed the whole, and perfected each part. 
Laws, arts, and arms, haa undergone a change, 
Not less magnificent because most strange. 
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Steam, mighty steam ! had aupeneded all^ 

idade hones bankrupts, and made bread to fall. 

Steam boats, steam guns, steam kitchens, and steam coachetf 

To this perfection made the first approaches : 

But this was nothing to the wondrous steaming 

llie future showed me as I lay a dreaming. 

Vain in description to waste precious paper — 

Suffice it, EuMpe was one cloud of vapour ! 

But, ah ! alas ! that vapour e*er should feel 
The rotatory roll of Fortune's wheel ! 
Fuel grew dear ! French forests fell like grass ; 
Tynemouth, Wall-end, and Kendal, cried, ** Alas !*' 
Nor even could the Indian savage roam 
Through ancient woods, his dim primeval home. 
Long every shrub, and bush, and branch, and tree, 
Had heated boilers, and had ceased to be ; 
And men were forced to turn to uses vile ^ 

Full mapy a laboured, many a learned pile. 
Many a volume too, and many a tome, 
Sharing alike the universal doom. 
Now proved a blessing, where they proved a bore, 
And blazed with fire they never knew before ! 
Wondrous ! with what avidity men brought 
Those solemn work^ with wit and learning fraught—^ 
State records, parliamentary debates, 
Polemic tracts, and essays upon states — 
To light the fire which every parish vowed 
To warm the noses of the coaUess crowd. 

Romances next were hurled into the fiame ; 
Next poets, playwriters, historians, came : 
Last, Homer, Virgil, Milton, Shakspeare, Scott, 
With many a sigh, were added to the lot : 
But these the unwilling owners e'en confessed 
Burned longer, clearer, brighter, than the rest. 
Next furniture was fetched— <lrawprs, tables, chairs^ 
Beds, stools, and every sort of wooden wares ; 
Till men were forced to seek the aid of stones 
To bear their dinners and to rest their bones , 
Till all was burnt. Then surly winter rose, 
And took blue wretches bv the frozen nose ; 
And sad it was to see each chilly wight. 
With hands in pockets and coat buttoned tight, 
Run up and down the waste, uncovered earth, 
Cursed with black cold, sad enemy to mirth , 
And, as they ran, remorse their bosoms tore, 
For joys they'd heedless cast away before. 
IHmdies and Russians, Dutchmen, bargemen, tars, 
Renetted wasted pipes and lost segars ; 
And patriotic Catholics and Irish priests 
Thoufl;fat good wood wasted on heretic beasta, 
. Called Smithfield firelighting a thriftless trade, 
And Uoody Mary but a wasteful jade. 
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Vainly they ran ! No cheering warmth they found, 
And the doll sky npon their misery frowned ; 
And when they entered in their doorless homes, 
Twas stony coldness all like empty tombs.- 
Witb phrensied energy thev dug the ground, 
Or dived the sea. Nor cosJ nor wooa they found ! 
And many a wretch would lay him down to die, 
And welcome death without one envious sigh ; 
No terrors found they in his icy stare — 
They could not well be colder than they were. 
Still many ra^ and struggled for warm life, 
And waged with cold and death unequal strife, 
Dined on raw cabbages, devoured raw beef, 
Gained indigestion, but gained no relief. 

One man there was — a waterman by trade, 
Erst in green coat and plated badse arrayed ; 
Men called him Fish, and rightly him did call — 
For he could dive and swim, possessing all 
The useful attributes of finnv birth — 
Finding the water warmer than the earth, 
He spent bis time in diving ; and one day 
Found in the river's bottom, where they lay 
Hid from the danger of devouring flames, 
The stakes that Cassar drove into the Thames ! 
" Ho, ho !" cried he ; " Tve found a treasure here 
Shall warm me snugly till the rolling year 
Brings jolly summer.'* So with mi^t and main 
He tugged them forth and bore them to the plain : 
But, now he'd got them, he had still to learn 
That wood when wet is difficult to bum. 
Quick witted in himself, he well divined, 
Though cold at heart, some warmth remained behind ; 
And having ranged the timber with much art, 
He sat and dried it with his broadest part. 
A long, icng vrcck, seven weary nights and d&ysj 
Drying the expectant pile he csireful stays. 
Thus o'er her nest the mother eagle broods { 
Or thus the phceniz of Arabian woods 
Sits on his aromatic pile, whose fire. 
Of new life redolent, shall soon aspire. "* 

At length twas dry ! Now with an eager hand 
Two flints he seized and fired each rotten brand-* 
Each rotten brand a grateful ardour showed ; 
Forth burst the flame, and on the sky it glowed. 
High rose the flame ; too high, alas ! for now 
An ancient woman, on a mount^iin's brow, 
Hunning some worsted through a needle's eye, 
(What is it not old women will descry ?) 
Found out the fire for Fish that furtive flamed, 
And forth with scream and shout the fact proclaimed. 
'* A fire ! A fire ! A fire !" the beldam cried ; 
** A fire 1 A fire !" the village all repUed ; 
**\ ^ ! A fire ! A fire !" was echoed ^ and wid«. 
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Each babe took up the tale, each ancient sire. 
Though deaf, and bhnd, and lame, repeated *' Fire !" 
High, low, rich, poor, good, bad — all cold the aame — 
Load shouted " Fire !'* and kindled At the name. 
First hamlets, villages, assumed the cry ; 
Through burghs and cities then the tidmgs fly ; 
All traced them back to where they first began ; 
Allbawled out ** Fire !" and as thev bawled they ran. 
Now Fish, who selfishly had hoped al(Mae 
T*enjoy the fire that he himself nad won, 
Astonished sees the world around him swarm — 
Millions on miUkHis, eager to get warm ! 

On, on they rushed, one on the other pressed ; 
And still the crowd behind impelled the rest. 
All nations, languages, heights, features, hues, 
That the wide universe could then produce. 
Running, and jostling, scrambling, tumbling came. 
Jammed into marmahide around that flame. 

Then Fish, indignant, cried with loud command — 
A brandished boat hook in his dauntless hand, 
" Stand back, my masters ! You may all be d — d ! 
The fire's my own, and I will not be bammed ! 
Or since the generous ardour fires vour soul 
To seek this genial flame, from eitner pole, 
With me, its lord, possession to ccmtend, 
And sGueeze me flat my right while i defend — 
Thus I defy you, caitifin all, and dare 
The bold to follow, and my fate to share !"* 

Proudly he said, and sprang into the flame , 
High o'er his head the fiery eddies came ; 
The crowd beheld, and, maddened with the sight : 
Dashed on the blaze, and perished in the light. 
The fire was out ; but still they onw;Lrd riislMd t — 
Tiio iitr eiitremes the narrow centre pushed. 
Squeezed, jammed, cast down, one on the other rose, 
And many a mortal trod on his own nose. 
Each in his eagerness his fellow mashed : 
The sun went down— and all the world was squashed ! ! ! 

* The hero of this tale is, or rather was, a real character— (like all 
ttie other true heroes in the true tales of this true history.) His 
name was Peter Fish, a waterman, plying at Hungerford Stairs, and 
many a time has hie wherry borne me over the Thames, when I 
was a reckless achoolboy. He was a good-humoured soul as ev«r 
Ived, rather fond qf the bottle and a little rhodomontode. 
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THE VOYAGE OF LIFE. 



I WISH I could as merry be 

As when I set out this world to see, 

Like a boat filled with gocd companie. 

On some gay voyage sent. 
There Youth spread forth the broad white BtSU 
Sure of fair weather and full gale, 
Confiding life would never fail, 

Nor time be ever spent : 

And Fancy whistled for the wind ; 
And it' e'en Memoi^ looked behind, ■ 
*Twas but some fnendlv sight to fiiid, 

And gladsome wave her nand ; 
And Hope kept whispering in Youth's ear, 
To spread more sail and never fear, 
For the same sky would still be cleax 

Until they reached the land. 

Health, too, axid Strength tugged at the oar, 
Mirth mocked the passmg billows' loar, 
And Joy, with goblet running o'er, 

Drank draughts of deep delight ; 
And Judgment at the helm they set, 
But Judgment was a child as yet. 
And, lack-a-day, was all unfit 

To guide the boat aright. 

Bubbles did half her thought employ, 
Hope she believed, she played with Joy, 
And Passion bribed her with a toy, 

To steor which way he chose. 
But still thev were a merry crew, 
And laughed at dangers as untrue. 
Till the dim sky tempestuous grew. 

And sobbing south winds rose. 

Then Prudence told them all riie feared ; 
But Youth a while his messmstes chaned. 
Until at length he^isappeared. 

Though none knew now he went. 
Joy hune his head, and Mirth grew dull. 
Health fiiultered. Strength refused to poll, 
And Memory, with her soft eyes full, 

Backwara her glance stiU bent. 

To where upon the distant sea. 
Bursting the storm's dark canopy, 
Li^t, frum a sun none now could see, 
Still touched the whirling wave. 
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And though Hope^ gazing from the bow, 
Tunis off— «he sees the shore — to vow, 
Judgment, grown older now I trow, 
Is silent, stem, and grave. 

And though she steers with better skill. 
And makes her fellows do her will. 
Fear says the storm is rising still. 

And dav is almost spent. 
Oh, that 1 could as merry be 
As when I set out this world to see. 
Like a boat filled with good companie, 

On some gay voyage sent ! 



THE PRISON AND THE CASTLE. 

For ah ! what is there of inferior birth 
That breathes or creeps upon the dust of earth — 
What wretched creature, of what wretched kind, 
Than man more weak, calamitous, and blind ? 

Pope's Homsr. 

In such amusements as I have described passed our 
evenings at Pau ; but the days were generally spent in 
roaming through the beautiful scenery in the neigh<* 
bourhood. At length, however, the time for drinkmg 
the mineral waters arrived, and we prepared to migrate 
with the rest. There were two objects, however, in Pau 
which we had not yet seen. 

Hitherto, we had lingered away our time without 
either visiting the orison or the castle ; and, as we were 
about to set out tne next day for Gauterets, we pro- 
ceeded to the old chfttoau, though the evening was be- 
ginning to close in. We were ul aware that there was 
ttle to be seen, but to have quitted the capital of Beam 
without seeing the birthplace of Henry IV. would have 
been a high offence. 

I hate prisons — there is something so repulsive in be- 
holding man debarred the first privilege ot nature, that, 
however necessary it may be to the safety of society, 
it makes me sick at heart to see it. No man, I have 
been told, felt this so much as Howard, and it was this 
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that first caused him to turn the energies of his truly 
great mind towards alleviating the concomitant misery 
of those who were already wretched enoug:h. 

However, my object was to give my mind as much 
occupation of every kind as I cOuld, and we accordingly 
proceeded to the prison, where the first sisht that pre- 
sented itself, was that of a maniac in a frightful state of 
insanity. We paused for a moment to inquire if nothing 
could be done for the unhappy being ; and then as we 
were crossing the court, the voice of one of the prisoners 
singing in the tower above, caught our ear, and we 
stopped again to listen. The air and the voice were both 
peculiarly beautiful ; and I easily obtained the words, 
which I now subjoin. I vtriU not attempt to describe the 
effect of the sight of the maniac and the souift of that 
8on^. 



PRISOISER'S SONG. 

1. 
I know not, and I care not, how 

The bonis may pas* me by, 
Though each may leave upon my broinr 

A furrow, as they fly ; 

2. 

What matters it? Each still shall take 
One link firom off the chain < 

Which binds me to this bitter stake 
Of sorrow and of pain. 

3. 
Time, like a rower, plies his oar, 

And all his strokes are hours. 
Impelling to a better shore 

Of suimine and of flowers. 

4. 
Pve tasted aU that life can give 

Of pleasure and of pain ; 
And IB it Uving, thus to live. 

When joys no more remain ? 

5. 
Tve tasted woman's ardent lip, 

Glowing with love's first fire ; 
And yet been forc'd the cup to sip 

Of coldness or of ire. 
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6. 
All nature has had charms for me, 

The sunshine and the shade ; 
The soaring lark, the roving bee. 

The mountain and the glade. 

7. 
And I have been the tempest's child, 

And known the lightning's touch : 
Mark'd mid the mad storm's warfare wild 

Too little, or too much. 

8. 
And I have seen mv own blood flow 

Red, in the deadly strife ; 
And others I have taught to know 

How dear they held to life. 

9- 
I've play'd with being as a toy, 

Till things have lost their form, 
Till danger has become a joy, 

And joy become a storm. 

10. 
I've lov'd as man has seldom lov'd, 

So deeply, purely, well ; 
I've prov'd what man has seldom prov'd, 

Smce first from bliss he fell. 

11. 
Mine eye again can never see 

What once mine eye has seen ; 
This world to mq can never be 

What once this world has been. 

\ 

12. 
Speed on ! oh speed ! my bark, speed on — 

Quick o'er hfe's troubled waves ; 
The one that comes, the one that's gone, — 

What lies beneath them ! Oraves. 



The first apartment we were shown into contained the 
prisoners sentenced to detention for longer or shorter 
periods, according to their crimes. They were all work- 
ing hard, and, seemingly, cheerfully ; and the jailer told 
me, that a great object of those to whom the government 
of the prison was committed was to give the prisoners 
habits of industry, and to prevent them, by all means, 
from becoming utterly debased ; so that, when they again 
receive their liberty, they may become better members 
of society instead of worse. Their principal occupation 



THi: DESULTORY MAN. 147 

seemed in straw work ; and as this is an easy and light 
task, and fills up the moments which would otherwise 
prove tedious in confinement, they all appeared rather 
glad of it than^otherwise. A portion of the emolument 
proceeding from their labour goes towards defraying the 
expenses of the prison, and a portion is reserved for the 
prisoner, in order that, when he goes back into the world, 
he may not again be driven to crime by poverty. 

We next visited the apartment where were confined 
prisoners who had incurred severer punishment. They 
were generally persons condemned to the galleys for 
seven years or for life, and were waiting here till their 
sentence should be put in execution. When we entered 
there were several groups playing at piquet for sums of 
one or two sous. Among others was a lawyer, who 
had been sentenced to the galleys for forgery. I have 
generally remarkedcthat those condemned for any serious 
crime have a heavy stupid expression of countenance and 
dull unmeaning eye ; but this man was an exception. In 
his face there was plenty of keen, piercing cunning, with 
a touch of sarcastic bitterness, which showed itself also 
in his speech. He spoke to us for some time, and, like 
all villains, tried to darken his view of mankind till it 
became of the same hue as his own character. He took 
it for granted that all men were rascals, but only that he 
had been an unfortunate one. 

From hence we went to the dungeons, where still 
deeper crimes awaited their reward. A damp obscure 
stone passage led to the cell whei% two murderers were ^ 
confined expecting their execution. They were Span- * 
iards, and had left nothing in the perpetration of their 
crime to excite anything but horror. Their victim had 
been one of their countrymen, who, having fled from the 
troubles and dangers which distressed his native land, 
had contrived to carry away a small sum to support him 
in his exile ; and this proved the cause of their guilt and 
of his death. The evidence against them had left not a 
doubt of the facts, but yet they were suffered to linger 
on from week to week, not knowing which day would 
be their last, while {as we were told) the Spanish am- 
bassador pleaded their cause at Paris, and endeavoured 
to procure a commutation of their punishment, on ac- 
count of their having shown themselves staunch royalists^ 
They seemed to be heavily and almost cruelly chained, 

G9 



148 THE DfiSULTORY MAN. 

but nevertheless to mind it but little, smoking their olgarsy 
'and counting their rosaries with great sangfroid. 

I spoke a few words to them in SpaniSi concerning 
their situation, to which they replied without any show 
of feeling, appearing very cheerful, quite careless about 
dying, and not particularly contrite. 

Although there can be no doubt that the long habit of 
indulging in any passion gives a peculiar expression to 
the countenance and sometimes even a cast to the fea- 
tures, 1 put little faith in physiognomy, in the general ac« 
ceptation of the word ; but 1 could not help remarking, 
that the heads of these two men were precisely similar 
to those of all murderers whom I have seen, almost 
spherical in shape, with the forehead low but rather pro- 
tuberant, and the eye dull and heavy. 

We went next to see the room in the castle where 
Jeanne d'Albret brought forth the heroic Henry IV., 
heard the story of her singing even in the pains of child- 
birth in order that the infant might prove a strong and 
resolute man, and were gratified with a sight of the tor- 
toise shell in which he was cradled — though be it re- 
marked that one tortoise-shell cradle was burned during 
the revolution. Afterward, however, the governor of 
the castle produced the present one as genuine, asserting 
that the one demolished was not that which had served 
the monarch for a cradle. Thus that which is shown at 
present has acquired the additional interest of uncertain- 
ty, notwithstanding which, the Bourbon family have sur- 
rounded it with gilt helmets and spears, tinsel and tawdry, 
which might well suit a toyshop, but not the birthplace 
of Henn Quatre. 

As we were to set out very early the next morning 
for the mountains, we proposed to rest early, but did not 
fulfil that purpose. On the contrary, w« sat late talking 
over all the pleasant moments which we had snatched 
fVom fate, in the little capital of Beam, and our lucubra- 
tions ended in an 



ADIEU TO PAU. 

Adieu, perchance for but a day, 

Perchance for many b year ; 
While life's bright part shall sUp away, 
And Hope shall yield to Memory, 
With many a tear. 



\. 
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But if Imagination too, 

Be not among things been, 
Her magia power shall call to vietv, 
The kind, ^ne good, that brightened you, 

Repeopling the scene. 

* 

Adieu, sweet congress of fair things. 

Stream, mountain, valley, plain ; 
And e'en when Time man's winter brings, 
Remembrance still shall lend me wings, 

To visit thee again. 



LOURDES. 

Dim grottoes, gleaming lakes, and fountains clear. 

I BGLiKYB it to be all the same, after all. whether a 
naan travels or not ; he's a stupid, cross-grained, drudg- 
ing animal, not half so good as the horse that drags him 
on his road. *Biessed with reason, it serves him less than 
the instinct of the brute ; with/ experience constantly 
flogging him for his errors, he never corrects them ; 
half of his time he forgets what is right, and when he 
remembers it he never puts it in practice. 

Such were my reflections on finding — what? that 
John had forgotten that most indispensable requisite to 
an Englishman's comfort, the teakettle,, at the instant 
we were leaving Pau. He had done so at every place 
where he had stopped on the road, and now he had to 
bring it down stairs, to tie it on the carriage, to cover 
it with the oilskin, and, in short, to detain the whole 
party, postillion, and horses, and all, for at least ^ye 
minutes. 

Now, being very well aware that when I begin to 
moralize on trifles, I am never in the best humour in 
the world ; and judging^ by this infallible sign that I was 
in an ill temper, from having got up at four o'clock in 
the morning, I placed myself deep in the corner of the 
cairiage, and pretended to fall asleep, for fear I should 
quarrel with my companion, which, Heaven knows, 
would have been no easy matter. However, as the 
carriage drove out of Pau, and began rolling along, in a 
13* 
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dull gray morning, over smooth ground, it became no 
longer a pretence, and I began serioijjply to make rep- 
aration for my morning's idleness — I niean for not having 
slept ; as I consider not to sleep at the moments propeHy 
appropriated for it just as great a piece of idleness as 
any other misuse than man makes of his time. 

1 finished my nap as we crossed a bridge over the 
Gave, not very far from Lastelle. Mv friend, who, it 
appears, had occupied himself much like myself, woke 
up at the same time, and looked back to Pau, which we 
saw diminishing afar; I am sure we both thought of the 
friends we left there, of the kindness they had shown to 
wandering strangers, and the peaceful hours we had 
known in their society. I may never more see them 
again ; if so, God bless them, for 1 am sure they de- 
serve it. 

It was scarcely past midday when we arrived at Lour- 
des. The approach is not unlike some of Mrs. Rad- 
cUife's descriptions : the hills beginning to rise high and 
craggy on each side, with a wild torrent rushing in a 
valley below ; and beyond, the castle of Lourdes, start- 
ing up on a high rock in the midst, sometimes seen and 
sometimes hidden, as the road winds along the side 
of the mountain. It was market day at Lourdes, and a 
curious scene, the whole place being impassable for the 
crowd of the Bearnais, with^theirCalmuck countenances 
and broad berrets, and the Bearnaises, each covered with 
a red or white triangular hood, edged with a black border, 
hiding the greater part of the head, and falling low down 
on the shoulders. 

I have before mentioned the sightseeing propensities 
of my companion and myself; and though I had abjured 
grottoes, as the most unsatisfactory of all things, the 
first of our movements was towards the ** Spelunque (or 
cavern) du LovpJ^ It lies some way on the other side 
of the river ; and, on arriving, we found the entrance so 
low that we were obliged to go in, not upon our hands 
and knees, but upon our faces. "The guide went first, 
and then my friend, who is six feet three, so that I 
thought he would never have done — there was such a 
quantity of him. 

The cave widens rapidly after the entrance, elevating 
itself to a great height, and resembling in many places 
the niches and aisles of a Gothic cathedral. In the end 
it is termiiiated by a deep well, into which* the guide 
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Ihrew some pieces of stone, which continued echoing, 
as they fell, for several minutes. But the most curious 
thing we observed was the soil near the mouth of the 
grotto, which appeared entirely formed from the frag- 
ments of insects. We examined several portions of this 
black sort of earth, and uniformly found it composed of 
parts of the legs, wings, and corslets, of what had ap- 
parently been small beetles. 

After the cavern, we went, in a different direction, to 
visit it lake said to occupy the spot where a mountain 
once stood, which suddenly disappeared at the time of 
an earthquake. The only beauty of the place was the 
reflection of the hills around in the deep smooth water, 
and one might almost fancy they saw the ghost of the 
vanished mountain haunting^ its old abode and looking 
up from the bottom of the lake. 

The whole country round is strewed with old towers 
and castles, which have been erected at different peri- 
ods ; some to check the descent of the mountaineers, 
who used here, as well as in Scotland, to exact a kind 
of black mail from the inhabitants of the lowlands; 
some to guard against the Moors, who, during their res- 
idence in Spain, used frequently to invade and ravage 
the country ; and some are even attributed to the Ro- 
mans, but 1 should think, from their appearance, with 
little foundation for the supposition. 

However, like all mountaineers, the people are full of 
old legends ; and ancient superstitions, driven from the 
more civilized globe, seem to have refuged themselves 
in the obscurity of these unfrequented hills. 

They tell a droll st6ry of the lord of one of the old 
castles of which I have just spoken, not at all unlike 
*' Alonzo the Brave and the Fair Iraogine," but still more 
like the story of the noble Morringer. 



IM THE DXSULTORT MAK. 



THE DEVIL AND THE CRUSADER. 



Ae day as the earle gaed up the lang glen, 
Hey and the rue ^ws honnj wi' thyme, 
' He met wi' Auld Nick, wha said. How do ye fen, 

And the thyme it is withered and rue is m prime, 
Tve got a baa wife, sir, that's a' my complaint. 

Hey and the rue grows bonny wi' thyme. 
For, saving your presence, to her ye*re a saint, 
And the thyme it is withered and rue is in prime. 

Keuybum Braes^ 

In those good old times, so much to be regretted, 
when every noble had the right and privilege of admin* 
istering justice or injustice on his own vassals, when 
hanging was in the hands of the gentry, and law in the 
mouth of every feudal chief — when the crumbling tow- 
ers, where the moping owl now sits in melancholy soli- 
tude, were people with the gay, and the bright, and the 
fair — ^when the courts where the lonely wind whistles as 
in mockery of their emptiness, resounded to the clane 
of arms and the voice of the trumpet-^when4east and 
revel filled those halls, where now sits nothing but si- 
lence and desolation ; the bravest of the brave was the 
lord of the Chateau de B ■■, and the fairest of the fair 
was his lady. Beauty and wit were. hers, and courage 
and wealth were his, and all thought the marquis the 
happiest of mortals, except himself. How it came 
about, and why, does not appear; but a violent hatred 
took place between the marquis and a neighbouring 
baron, but histories do not mention that the marchioness 
participated in her husband^s dislike. 

Some said that the marquis was jealous, and called 
him ** poor man !" but as if to give them all the lie, and 
prove that he loved his wife dearly, and suspected her 
not at all, he came to a sudden resolution to call together 
his vassals and retainers and join the crusade, for it was 
just about this time that Peter the Hermit went through 
Europe like a mad dog, infecting everybody with a 
desire to bite the Saracens. Every wise man makes a 
will, and the marquis, wisely cateulating that a man who 
goes to cut other folk's throats may find some one by 
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the way to cut^his own, caused to be made and deliv* 
ered his last will and testament, leaving all his goods 
and effects, real and personal, to his dearly beloved wife 
in case of his death ; and further, adding a proviso, that 
Jf he did not return, or send a messenger announcing his 
existence within seven years, she might look upon him 
as dead to all intents and purposes, and marry again to 
her hearths content : but he made it a private request, 
that she would never espouse the obnoxious baron, 
which she promised faithfully not to do. 

Now, when the will was made, as above stated, by 
the marquis's chaplain, who could read and write, the 
marquis, who could not, made a cross at the bottom, 
and stamped the wax with the pommel of his sword, and 
the marchioness kissed her lord, and wept bitterly to 
think of his dying at all. 

At length the dreaded day of departure came. The 
vassals and retainers marched out of the castle in gal- 
lant array, and the marquis's page told him that his 
charger was prepared, whereupon the marchioness faint- 
ed — dead as a stone. The marquis waited till she had 
recovered, and then snatched himself away, and depart- 
ed, while the ftiarchioness, with flowing tears and 
streaming hair, stood in the highest tower watching the 
horsemen fill the top of the last spear was hid behind 
the mountain, and then she came down, and said to the 
servant, '* At home to nobody but the baron.*' 

In the mean time the marquis joined the crusaders, 
arrived safely in the Holy Land, and for some time per- 
formed prodigies of valour ; till at length one of these 
same prodigies conducted him into a Saracen prison, 
where he lingered, like good King Lusignan, living prin- 
cipally upon roasted chestnuts and mare's milk, for there 
were no cows in Jerusalem. His fortitude would have 
melted a heart of stone.; but as it did not. melt the stones 
of the prison, it served him but little, although being of 
an ingenious turn, he used occasionally to carve figures 
on little sticks, and make whistles out of a marrow 
bone, when he could get one. 

In these dignified employments had the marquis ex- 
pended many years, and memory, who impudently keeps 
throwing in our teeth all that is disagreeable, could not 
forbear tellinff him, that the sun had seven times run his 
course since last lie left his mountain castle in the Py- 

G3 . ^ 
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renees ; and on this was he meditating^, when suddenly 
up started a gentleman, whom he instantly perceived to 
be the devil. 

There is no one more ill used, in my opinion, than the 
above-named personage. However broad his back may 
be, surely all the sins that are laid to his charge, and of 
which he is as innocent as the child unborn, are well suf- 
ficient to bow it. The poor devil! Oh luxury, pride, 
vainglory^ avarice, anger, hatred, revenge, and all un- 
charitableness ; what, what would ye do if ye had not 
his shoulders to cast your burden upon? Oh vanitas 
vanitatis ! But as I was saying, the devil walked into 
the dungeon, whereupon the crusader crossed himself. 
^* My dear sir," said his black majesty, *' don't disturb 
yourself; such old friends ought not to stand upon cere« 
monies." 

The crusader made him a low bow, saying, that the 
devil really had the advantage of him, and that he was 
not aware of having the pleasure of his acquaintance. 

" Not personally, indeed," said the devil, ** but you 
have done me so much service one way or another, that 
I owe you some return. You stare, my dear sir, but you 
have sent to my dominions, with your own hand, three* 
and-thirty Saracens, two renegades, and an atheist. Be- 
tween you and me, it is all the same to m^," said the 
devil, *' of what religion they are, so that I havu them 
safe ; and now I have got to give you a piece of news 
and make you a proposal." And then the devil — whe- 
ther it was that he does not patronize love of any kind, 
or whether he thought that the marchioness had had 
enough of it to answer his purpose, or what, 1 don^t 
know, but he told the marquis, that as he had neither 
returned nor sent during seven years, his wife was that 
very night going to give her hand to the obnoxious baron, 
and he further offered to carry him back instantly to 
his own chateau in the Pyrenees, if they could agree 
upon the terms. 

This tickled the marquis's fancy, but the devil was 
rather exhorbitant, demanding the knight's heart and 
soul. The crusader replied, that his heart was his 
king's, and his soul was his God's, and so that would 
not do. The devil then asked for all his wealth at his 
death, and to be instantly installed his chaplain, if he 
could prove that he had taken orders. Tne marquis 
UPS wered, *' U habit nefait pas It moim.'^'* The devil then 
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made several other proposals, but the knight was a 
stickler, and did not think a bad wifie worth much. So 
at last the devil took oflf his hat, saying, " What your 
honour pleases,*' leaving it to his own generosity ; and 
the crusader, who had learned to be a screw, said he 
would only give him the remains of his supper. 

" You are a hard man,*' said the devil ; *' but never 
mind! jump up!" and down he bent his back for the 
marquis to mount. The knight sprang into the seat, 
stuck his knees into the deviVs sides, and away they 
went like a flash of lightning till they arrived at the cha- 
teau, where they put the good people in no smatt con- 
fusion. The knight walked first and the devil came 
after, and all the servants ran into the banquet hall, 
crying, " The marquis ! the marquis !" Up jumped, the 
baron, up jumped the marchioness, up jumped the 
guests. 

• The marquis's movements were rather rapid. He 
walked into the hall, claimed his wife, kicked the baron, 
wished, the company good-night, overturned the supper 
table and spoiled the supper, so that when order was 
restored and he called for something to eat, there was 
nothing to be had but a dozen of nuts and a bottle of 
wine. The knight cracked the nuts, but, according to 
his bargain, took care to throw the shells over his 
shoulder for the devil, and when he had drank his wine, 
threw the bottle behind him too : but the devil was too 
old a bird to be caught with chaff, and had been gone 
half an hour before. So the crusader pulled off his 
boots and went to bed. 



ARGELES. 

£t nunc omnia ftger nunc omnia parturit arbos. 
Nunc flrondent mrm nunc formoaiaaimua imnua. 

t ViKOIL. 

There was nothing more to be seen at Lourdes but 
the castle, and as that is now used only as a state prison 
we did not visit it. In scenes where liberty seems the 
charter of the place, as it does in these mountains, it* 
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loss is doubly dreadful. Besides, we had seen enougfi- 
of prisons at Pau. 

At Lourdes the Pyrenees really begin, in this direc- 
tion, and from thence to Argeles we passed through a 
▼alley which made us feel the whole force and tmth of 
the expression of '* a smiling country,'*^ Richly cultivated 
at their bases, on each side rise mountains, covered with 
fields of somewhat less luxuriance to their very summits. 
Yet they lose none of their character of mountains, for 
from the midst of a smooth verdant turf, a mass of cold 
rugged rock will ever and anon break out and hang 
frowning over the road ; and in other places, where the 
mountaineers have carried up the vegetable mould to 
the top of the crags, which they frequently do, a small 
green meadow will appear spreading soft and rich in the 
midst of perfect desolation. At the farther extremity, 
the view penetrates into several other valleys, which 
give long perspectives of hills sloping to meet hills, and 
far passes winding on into the misty distance, till some 
obtrusive mountain comes with its blue head and shuts 
the scene. 

Frequent villages are strewed all through the valley 
of Argeles, and every now and then some old ruin 
raises itself from among the trees, connecting the his- 
tory of the past with the present beauties of the scene. 
The tower of Vidalos forms a striking object all along 
the road, standing on a wooded height in the midst, and 
seen from every part of the valley. 

The best and most extensive view near. Argel6s, is 
from an elevation to the northwest of the town, called 
Le Balandrau, and certainly it commands one of the 
most splendid panoramas that can be conceived. Here, 
as in all the valleys of the Pyrenees, a mountain torrent 
runs in the midst ; the lower part is filled with towns, 
and villages, and woods ; convents, and ruins, and feudal 
castles rise next, with the hamlets they formerly pro- 
tected still clinging around them ; and above, on every 
side, are seen the immense mountains over which the 
industry of man has spread a rich robe of cultivation. 
The sun, as it wanders over them, entirely changes their 
aspect, from time to time, without, however, robbing 
them of their beauty ; sometimes, throwing them into 
deep shadow, all the minute parts are lost in one grand 
obscurity — sometimes, shining full upon them, a thou- 
band objects of interest are. displayed, softened^and bar* 
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mojiiztd as they recede by the airy indistinctness of 
distance. 

It had been onr intention to proceed direct from Lour- 
des to Cauterets, but there was a charm in the valley 
of Argel^s which there was no resisting, and we dis- 
missed the horses, resolving to stay at the little inn, 
however bad the accommodation mig^t be. But we 
were agreeably disappointed in our auberge. The people 
were civil and attentive, the beds clean and good, the 
prices moderate, and, even had we been true French gaS' 
trofumies, we must have been well contented with our 
fare. 

We spent the day in wanderine about the valley, 
seeking for new beauties, and enjoymg all we saw ; and 
in the evening retired to rest fuU of ideas of loveliness, 
and contented with the day. 



CAUTERETS. 

'* Hie secura quies et nescia fallere vita, 
Dives opum variarum, hie latis otia fandis 
SpeluncK, vivique lacus, hie frigida Tempe.** 

VlROZL. 

The next morning we proceeded to Pierrefitte, and 
while some little alteration was taking place in the har- 
ness before we could go on towards Cauterets, a gen- 
darme came up and asked for our passports. I luckily 
had mine in my pocket, though it had never been signed 
for the Pyrenees, but it answered very well, and was civ- 
illy returned, scarcely looked at. Nut so happened it to 
a poor traveller on foot, who it appeared had no passport 
to show. When a man is in the wrong, and wishes to go 
on in the same way, he has but two resources, to bully or 
sneak. The poor traveller chose the first, and a violent 
quarrel ensued with the gendarme, who swore that he 
should not proceed one step without showing his pass- 
port, called out very loud about doing his duty, slapped 
his hand upon his heart, and talked about his honour. 
Finding that bully would not answer, the traveller had 
nothing for it but to sneak ; so he asked the gendarme tor 

Vol.. II.— O 
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conie wA drink a bottle of wine with him. The fgepr 
darme did not accepl the invitation, but he drank the 
wine, and the traveller, having paid ior it, walked on npon 
his way, while the other remained on the spoi^ to prove, 
to all who doubted it, what an honourable man he was, 
and how weU he did his du^. 

When the harness was aU completely arranged, we 
passed on through the little town, and, turning to the 
rig^t, entered the gorge of Cauterets. Here again was 
a new change of mountain-scenery, gainingin grandeui 
what is lost in richness and cultivation. From Pierre- 
fitte the road suddenly turns into a deep ravine, with 
the river rushing below, and immense masses of crag 
rising many hundred feet above. But it is not even 
here the bare, cold, lifeless stone. Every spot where 
the root of a tree can fix itself, every ledge where the 
least earth can rest, is abundant in vegetable life, and 
all sorts of beautiful foUage seem striving to form a 
screen for the gray rock from which they spring. Tht 
road winds on through this sort of scenery, changing af 
every step, till, approaching Cautei*ets, the valley grad- 
ually widens, and again high mountains surround it oy 
every side, but far bolder than those of Argel6s, andi 
covered near th^ tops with dark forests of pines an4 
sapins. 

Cauterets is a complete watering-place, a sort of 
barrack, which gets filled to the head the moment thai 
fashion gives orders to march from the greater cities. 
As soon as the sound of the postman's wlup was heard« 
all the inhabitants rushed to the windows to see who 
was to be added to their Uttle world; and amid the 
number of white bonnets and blue, red bonnets and 
gray, which Paris had brought forth and Cauterets con- 
tained, we were fortunate enough to discover two or 
three with the owners of which we could claim ac- 
quaintance ; and then there wa? pidling off of hats, and 
bowing of heads, and so forth, while a thousand gaping 
applicants stood round the carriage pressing for our 
" hnge k blanchir," or for us to " manger chez eux," so 
that there was practice enough in the art of refusing to 
train one for a prime minister. 

We put up at the hotel of old Madame Lapierre, who 
is an original in her way. Some fifty years ago (I snp^ 
pose) she kept a httle auberge at Cauterets, when Cau- 
terets was scarcely heard ol She has grown into op> 
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ul^c^ is it has jgrown in fame and size, and now is one 
or the richest persons of the place. But still litlte 
Afodatne Lapierre retains all her old habits ; six dsiyn of 
the week trots about the kitchen in her original dirt, 
peeps into the saucepans, counts the onions, and scolds 
the servants, and the seventh puts on a clean muslin 
cap) and bHngs in one of the dishes herself to show how 
fine she is. Withal she really is a very good old soul, 
civil, kind, and obliging^ ; the only thing is, that there is 
nt> understanding a word that she sa3rs, for speaking 
ptUais sixty or seventy years has broken all the teeth 
out of her head, and spoiled her articulation. 

Canterets was as full as it coiQd be. The violent hot 
weather had driven all the world out of large towiis, 
4ind health, pleasure, curiosity, and fashion brought them 
all to the Pyrenees. Truly, truly, they could not have 
chosen a sweeter spot; grandeur and beauty become 
io familiar to the eye, that all the rest of the world 
does indeed look " stale,, flat, and unprofitable.*^ Be- 
sides, there are a thousand little lovely nooks unhack- 
neyed by itineraries, which one is constantly finding out 
for one*s self. I hate itineraries ; they are a ^rt of 
Newffate Calendar, a record of aU the common tours 
which hive been executed for the last century. The 
I^yrenees have been but little tourified, or, if they have, 
1 knew nothing about it, which came to the same thing. 

There is a great difference between the Alps and the 
Pyrenees ; the Alps are a country of mountains, the 
Pyrenees a chain. In Switzerland one is obliged to go 
to seek mountains — in the Pyrenees they start forward 
npon one ; all that is beautiful and sublime is near at 
hand, and tiature seems fond of changing from one form 
df grandeur to another. 

Cauterets is surft)uhded on every side by majestic 
hills, asid the walk to each of the sulphureous springs, 
of which there are several, displays new beauties at 
every step. That called La Raillere is the most fre- 
quented, and beyond it is a rich woody scene, dim and 
still, with the river divided into three or four streams, 
breakhig over a high crag, and then foaming on under a 
small bridge of planks, which leads across from one 
rock to another. To the left lies a beautiful valley, to 
which we made an excursion with aU the gay fol&s of 
the place. The ladies were carried in machines callei 
chaises d parteurs, consisting simply of chairs fixed on 
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poles, and covered in with oil-cloth on all sides but one ; 
these are carried between two men, whose dexterity is 
wonderful, bearing their burden up steep rocks and 
over broken crags which seem quite impassable. Alto- 
gether they are not ugly in a landscape ; and as we pe- 
destrians stood upon the top of the hill, and watched two- 
and-twenty of them following more slowly up the wind- 
ing ascent, it had a very curious and pleasing eflfect. 
The pileasure of our party, however, was soon spoiled 
by a neavy rain, which came on and drove us back to- 
wards the town. Unfortunately, this is too frequent an 
occurrence in mountainous countries ; and though the 
Pyrenees are less subject to it than many other places, 
they still are by no means exempt. 

Thoi^h, in all probability, the good eflfect produced 
by visitmg these waters is more to be attributed to the 
exercise, fine air, and beautiful scenery, than the be- 
nign influence of the nymph, yet I have seen two or 
three glasses from the well of La Railldre act in an ex- 
traordmary manner upon one of my friends, enabling 
him to wsdk for many miles without fatigue, which his 
health would not have permitted without some strong 
stimulus. However, the eflfects generally attributed to 
these fountains of the P3nrenees are rather amusing. 
The accounts published of them begin like the puff of 
a French charlatan, who states, that though some men 
make extravagant pretensions for their nostrum, that is 
not his case ; there are only one or two diseases which 
his remedy is adapted to cure ; and then he goes on to 
recite all the maladies incident to human nature. 

The waters of Cauterets are thus stated to be spe- 
cific in wounds, rheumatisms, affections of the liver and 
the spleen, intermittent fevers, consumption, diseases 
of the skin, and paralyses ; and " &c." is put at the end 
to gratify the imagination of the reader, in case he 
shonld hikve any nondescript complaint which has not 
been enumerated. 
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THE LAC DE 6AUB. 

** Care aelire beate 
£ voi aolinghi e tacitumi onori 
Di ripofii e di pace alberghi veri 
O quanto Totentieri 
A nvederri io temo." Ouiiim. 

It often happens in the Pyrenees, that the ^ct one 
goes to see is less worth seeing (haa the road which 
leads to it. We s^t out early in the morning for the 
Lac de Gaub, andpassing the principal fountain of Caaf> 
terets, turned to the right, where the path wound in 
amid enormous rocks and forests of sapins, with not a 
▼estige left of the civilized world, — all wUd, and rough, 
and desolate, with the high peaks of the mountains al- 
most shutting out the rays of the sun. The road, if it 
can be called a road, appears almost impractiei^le even 
on foot, but our guides told us that the Spanish mides 
are frequently wven along it, and I have more than 
once since seen the Spaniaras pass it on horseback. 

The river, during its course through this valley, forma 
four principal cascades. The first, called '^ De Cerizet," 
is very beautiful, falling headlong down throi^h a deep 
cleft in the rock, which is entirely covered with dark 
woods. The second, cdled " Le Pas de I'Ours," is 
connected with the other by the very tragical history 
of a poor bear. Be it known, then, that at the first 
waterfall, grew in days of yore a wild cherry-tree, from 
which, by corruption, it acquired the name of Cerizet 
It was first of all ^ La Cascade dn Cerisier," the cata- 
ract of the cher^-tree, and from its root etjrmologists 
will have no difficulty in deriving " La Cascade de Ce- 
rizef A poor bear, who, like Pamell's hermit, far in 
a wild remote from public view, had grown from youth 
to age in harmless simplicity, was wont every day to 
descend from his mountain hermitage and make a frugal 
meal upon the cherries that grew beside the ftdl. 

However, it so unfortunately happened^ that bmid 
wto induced to vary his diet. The dentom came tem]^ 
liig hiih in e^ M^ of a sh^heiU and aflddtoTdtoep; 
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and luxury, that most penetrating evil, found its way 
even up to his cave, whispering that every country gen- 
tleman ought to kill his own mutton. 

Bruin suffered himself to be seduced by the charms 
of one of the sheep. It is supposed that, finding his 
virtue failing, he resolved to fly, but lingered still to 
give it one last embrace. However that mav be, the 
separation was too cruel for either to bear, and his ten- 
der friend expired in his arms. Heart-stricken, bruin 
carried her mortal remains to his cave ; and for some 
da3rs was so overpowered with grief, that he abandoned 
his favourite wadk to the cherry-tree cascade. At 
length, however, he once more took his way towards 
it, but ah, hapless tale ! the cruel shepherd had watch- 
ed his path, and dug away the support from the very 
stone over which his way lay as he passed the second 
cascade. Bruin advanced, ruminating over his lost 
mutton ; — ^he put his two fore-feet upon the treacherous 
stone ; — the stone gave way, and down he rolled head- 
long into the torrent, paying dear for not having con- 
tented himself with cherries. 

The Pas de I'Ours, unconnected with its little tragedy, 
would be less interesting and is less beautiful than the 
fall of the Pont d'Espagne, where the path, passing over 
the stream by a little wooden bridge, leads through the 
Port de Cauterets into Spain. Here two rivers flowing 
diagonally through long mountain passes, till they come 
near the brink of a precipice, plunge over the edge of 
the rock, and meet in the deep chasm below, foaming 
and thundering as they join. Nothing can be more mag- 
nificent than to stand on the few unshaped trunks of 
trees which form the bridge, and look down upon the 
meeting of the waters, for ever rushing on with a daz- 
zling whiteness and unceasing roar, while a thousand 
flowers are growing peacefully on the very brink, and a 
▼ariety of shrubs and trees are dipping their branches in 
the spray. 

When we were there the sun shone strongly on the 
mist which the fall raises, and arched it with a sunbow, 
that hung flickering over the waters like the banner of 
the contendinff streams. 

The road, vmich had been ascending all the way, now 
began to mount rapidly, as if seeking the very clouds, 
and in about half an hour we reached the small moun- 
tain lake called the /^k ^ Gaub. situated at a er«at 
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height above the level of the sea, but surrounded by 
hills still more elevated. It is calm, silent, and solitary; 
though the turf that dips itself in the clear waters of 
the lake is carpeted with a thousand flowers of every 
hue, and living with many a painted butterfly, yet there 
is a solemn stillness in the whole, which makes one 
afraid of speaking for fear of breaking the silence 
which has dwelt for a^es among those mountains. 
The waters, too, harmonized with the rest ; they were 
deep, clear, and calm, without a ripple upon their bo- 
som. I could have fancied them the waters of oblivion, 
and took a draught to try, but it did not answer. Tlie 
only living being in the place ap{>eared to be a solitary 
fisherman, who makes his abode in a miserable hut by 
the side of the lake. He is the picture of Charon, and 
looks withered and blackened by solitude. 
. His dwelling, which was built of rough stones piled 
one on the other, boasted neither window nor chimne]f;i, 
The light entered by an aperture in the wall, turned 
from the prevailing wind; and the smoke escaped or 
not, as it liked best, by a hole in the roof, made for its 
convenience ; and yet '* canopies of costly state^ would 
not, perhaps, have rendered our fisherman a happier 
man. He had a dry and caustic humour about nim, 
which mijrht spring from the concentration of his own 
thou^ts m his loneliness ; and of the economy of hu- 
man life he had at least acquired so much knowledge 
as to cheat his fellow-creatures with as little remorse 
as he hooked a trout. 
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ST. SAUVEUR. 

*'Iiit«nio a qMtt^ Ibnti tledon nuipnl 
Bei daiteffeUi e candkte donxoUe 
Tcneie e nresche e di leggiadro mipetto 
Che invitap iotti a bet queU* aeqae dolce." 

TKKtoiiro. L'Italia libikata I»a Ooti. 

Rumour, that winged demon, whose bnsineM and 
pleasure it is to torment man, like a gnat that dottles Jtnl 
iHien he is enjoying his morning's sleep, and, baisini^ 
for erer about him^ sings its indistinet song in his ears, 
till he has neither rest nor peace, 6am^ tormenting ml 
at Cauterets with the ni^^s of St. Saureiir being so ftdl, 
that if we did not pat horses to the carriage, and set 
out without delay, we shovM &id ourselTes wotlbe off 
in point of lodging thah eren where we were, tdthevgh 
my fHend was obfised to go into his room Side#i8e, for 
fear of knocking down soihe of the utensils, teid I 
might have just as well been in an 0T6b, for I was pre^ 
eisely above the kitchen fire. 

I hare just been bleeding one of mj candles. The 
wajc had gained so miidh upon the wick that it waii 
ready to me of repletion, tQi, making an incision with 
the point of the snufftsrs, I let out a sufficient quantity 
to relieve it, and the flame burnt up brighter than before. 
1 cannot help thinking that man is like a candle. The 
cold jMirt is his bod^, the melted spermaceti is his blood, 
tbe wick is his brain, and the flame, though chymists 
prove it to be only the combustion of gas, produces light 
and heat, of which we know nothing, any more than of 
the spirit. 

So we set off from Cauterets as hard as we could 
drive ; but before we got to Pierrefitte my friend's 
strength failed him, and we were obliged to stop at that 
town for the night. 

From Gavamie to Lourdes may be considered as 
formiqg but one valley, — sometimes, indeed, contracting 
into narrow passes, sometimes opening into wide ba- 
sins, but always marked, or rather connected, by ihe 
river, which, entering at the Cascade of Gavamie, flows 
on in nearly a direct line to Lourdes. 
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At Pierrefitte the valley contracts to a deep gorge, 
like that which leads to Cauterets, but the scenery 
round- bears a softer character. The defile is much 
narrower, the hills more green and smiling, and thought 
perhaps, the whole may be more beautiful, it appears to 
want grandeur after having seen Cauterets. For some 
way the road winds round the projecting bases of the 
hills, till at length it opens upon the beautiful valley of 
Luz, presenting a rich scene, not unlike the basin of 
Argel^s. Here also scattered villages and ruined caa- 
tles are the first things that present themselves, and 
shortly after appears the town of Luz, in the lower 
part of the valley, and St. Sauveur on an eminence to 
the right. The latter is a beautiful little place, con- 
sisting of nineteen or twenty houses, nested m a woody 
part of the mountain, and looking far over the scene of 
loveliness around. 

We arrived just in time to be too late; the lodgings 
which we expected to find vacant had been taken by 
some one else ; and we were oUiged to put up miica 
in the same way that we had done at Cauterets ; but 
the place was so beautiful, so smiling, so cheerful in 
itself, that we could not be out of humour with any thing 
in it. 

Madame de Gontaut Biron, one. of the most amiable 
beings I ever met, has made St. Sauveur her favourite 
summer abode, and has taken pains to display its beau- 
ties to the greatest advantage. She has planned and 
carried into execution many of the principal embellish- 
ments of the place ; and Madame de Gontaut's bridge, 
and Madame de Gontaut's seat, and Madame de Gon- 
taut's walks, are alwa3rs the most beautiful that can be 
found. Her rank and her fortune gave her the means 
of making herself respected, but she has used them to a 
better purpose, and made herself loved. She combines 
all the high ton, the uncommunicable ease and elegance 
of a woman to whom courts have ever been familiar, 
with a degree of originality and bonhomie which takes 
off from the flatness of great polish. She knows every 
poor person in the village ; and if they arie sick or in dis- 
tress, it is to Madame de Gontaut that they fly for assist- 
ance. She relieves their wants, she promotes their hap- 
pinessi she looks upon them as her children, and they 
almost l^orslup her. Hers is pot alone that sort of gjUh 
eral charity, which gives but for the sake of givinf , wuh- 
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dUt kIMMrMge of the ofa|eet or interest in the distreii : 
tfie discriminates in her bounty, and douUes it by the 
manner in which it is done ; for her words are as kind 
as her actions. I hare met her often going down to the 
Springs, leaning on the arm of one of the common por- 
tiTs of the place, asking after his family, inquiring mto 
his affairs, and advising him in their regulation with as 
iiueh kindness as if ho had been her son. 

There is all the difference in the woiid between the 
benevolence which cheers and raises its object and the 
eharity which humiliates. 

A custom exists at St. Sauveur of bowing to every 
Isdy one meets in the street. Now, as the mole town 
is not two hundred yards long, and it is crammed as 
lldl as it can hold« one may calculate fairly upon having 
to poll off one's hat at leJsst a hundred times whenever 
a neces8it}r exists of walking from one end to the other 
en a sunshiny morning. God knows I did not grudge 
it them, but it ooffht to be put into the list of expenses. 
My companion did much better, for he walked about ^e 
tswn widt his hat un^r Ins arm, which did just as well. 



B A R E O E S. 

** Q^ tumiduiki guttur ndntur in iilpibtaflr* 

JtTBMAL. 

It is an extraordinary fact, that between the Valley 
d*Ossau and the Valley de Bareges, an entire change 
tak^ place in the population. I never saw a hu^ 
iomer race than the people at the Eaux Bonnes and 
the Kaujc Chaudes. At Cauterets beauty had forsaken 
the fair sex: the men were well-formed and good- 
looking, but the women quite the reverse ; and at St. 
Sauveur, Luz, and Bar§ges, men, women, and children 
were all ugly together. A few days after our arrival at 
St Sauveur we went over to Bar6ges, which is but at 
a little distance, and on our road met all the gobliii 
ihapes of fairy tales com^etely realized, an^ a great 
nuiy more far too disgusting for description. • 

Itt this ndghbourluxKL thare are a great many people 
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MUefced with the ooitre. Nov h^ I any ideft of Hi «|l 
fec(9 till i saw it here. This monstroas ^ppeodage to 
esfch side of the neck is horrid in itself, hut those aT- 
nicted with it to any great degree lose entirely the hoe 
of he^th, heoome squalid and emaciated, and Tery fre- 
qpiently end in idiocy. There is no descrilnng their ap- 
pearance ; and one can scarcely won^ at the teeat- 
ment the ignorant mountaineers used to show them of 
old, considering them cursed of God, and driving them 
from all human intercourse. 

The Cretins, or idiots, are also very common in the 
Pyrenees, and a large village near Bagneres de Be§om 
is almost entirely peopled with them. Bot these 
wretched beings are not at all held in the same degree 
of horror as we Caghots, or goitrous,' who for many 
centuries were supposed, even by the physicians of the 
towns adjacent to the Pyrenees, to be the descendants 
of persons a^cted with the leprosy of the Grecdis. It 
appears, however, to be now ascertained, that this dis- 
ease proceeds from something suspended in the wat^r 
of mountainous countries, which, being taken into the 

S^'stem, produces these obstructions of the i^and^. 
nowing very little either of medicine or chymistry, 
my inquiries of course were limited ; but from what I 
have been able to learn, the malady is confined to pav- 
ticular districts^ both in the Alps and Pyrenees, wnile 
others in the vicinity are quite free from it. In Derby- 
shire th€i same disease is common, while in the moun- 
tains of Scotland and Wales I believe it is little known. 
An analytical comparison of the water of the districts 
in which this malady prevails might throw great lij^ht 
upon the subject, and be of much service to a portion 
of mankind, who, though happily not very numerous, 
are well worthy of compassion on account of their suf- 
ferings. 

The road to Bareges is not particularly beautiful, and 
the town itself is hideous. Two rows of ill-btnit 
houses, forced into a narrow space between the river 
and the mountain, crammed fiul of the sick and the 
maimed, is what Baur^ges appears at first sight. Its 
mineral springs are the strongest in the P3rrenees, and 
famous for the cure of gup^ot wounds. There is a 
large hospital for soldiers, who saunter up and down Ht^ 
single street, in which scarcely a whole man i» to ^ 
net with at once; and yet Bar6giee is the gayest ^lafqp 
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in the country ; there is nothing but balls and parties 
every nifffat. In short, it is a jrreat dancing hospital, in 
whien aU the world caper on m the best way they can 
with such limbs as they have left. 

Such is Bar6ges in the summer ; in the winter every 
one quits it, except a few shepherds and a few bears, 
who take possession of the empty houses while the 
snow lasts. Every thing at Bar^ffes is made to be car- 
ried away — shutters, doors, windows, and even stair- 
cases, so that nothing but the skeleton of a town is left 
when once the migration begins. Two things render 
it nearly uninhabitable after October — ^the tremendous 
overflowings of the river and the avalanches, called 
here lavanges, which frequently destroy great part of 
the town. It is not alone that they overwhelm all that 
they approach ; but, as they come, every thing trembles 
and falls before they touch it, without it be of the most 
solid construction. Such is the report of the country 
people, who, in their figurative language, say that aU 
nature fears the lavange ; but any effect of the kind must 
proceed from the pressure of the air by the rapid prog- 
ress of such an immense mass. Many efforts have 
been made to guard Bareges from this calamity by 
means of planting trees on the heights ; but, as seldom 
a year passes without its occurrence, the young trees 
can afford no obstacle to the avalanche. 



GAVARNIE. 

• 

** Alps trown on Alps, or mshing hideous down, 
As if old Chaos was again retornad, . ^ 
Wide rend the deep and shake the solid pole." 

Thomson. 

lit returning to St. Sauveur we saw the mountains in 
whose breast it rests as they ought to be seen to know 
them in their greatest magnificence. It was about half 
past two, and the sun shone in such a manner as to cast 
a kind of blue airy indistinctness ever the whole, hiding 
■U the minuter partsj and leaving them in grand dm 
ttiaaes, marked decidedly upon the bright sunshiny sky. 
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Although we had risen considerably ftom' Lms, the stm 
was ahready hidden by the mountains to the southwest, 
and ail the valley was in shadow. As J[ hare before re- 
mained, when the hills are seen covered with fields 
half way to the top, scattered all over with trees, or 
broken mto separate masses of rock, the multitude of 
objects prevents the eye from estimating their height 
• justly ; but it is when they are thus thro wn together, in 
one uniformity of shade, that they appear in their true 
grandeur. 

But as I have got upon my hands a long journey to 
the most splendid of nature's works, I must proceea on 
my way as quickly as possible. It would be tedious to 
describe the journey from St. Sauveur to Gedre, as it 
is little better than a repetition of that from Pierrefitte 
to Luz on a smaller scale. The passes are narrower, 
the basins more circumscribed, and the mountains rise 
higher and more perpendicularly on each side. The 
road, which soon becomes unfit for a carriage, some- 
times sinks to a level with the Gave, and sometimes 
rises high on the sides of the mountain; and as my 
horse had a talent for stumbling, together wi^ a pecu- 
liar predilection for the edge of the precipice, the ensu- 
rance upon my neck would have been somewhat haz- 
ardous. Of course, during a twelve miles' ride through 
that part of the counti^^, we found a great many spots 
-of peculiar beauty ; but if I were to tell all I saw, I • 
should never have done with the long stories of lovely 
hamlets nested in the wood that overhangs the stream, 
and marble bridges that carry the road across it, and 
rugged mountain-heads that hide it from the sun. 

At Gedre there is a famous grotto, which every one 
talks about a great deal more than it deserves. A deep 
cleft in the rock, overhunff with wood, admits the Gave 
de H^as to the valley, ^ere it joins the other river. 
There is a great degree of soft quiet and stillness in the 
Bound of the waterfall, and the deep shade of the wood 
hanging down and dippingits branches in the clear pools 
formed at the foot of the rock. The whole is certainly 
very beautiful, but not meriting the extravagant praises 
which have been bestowed upon it. 

At this village, Gedre, is the last general hirwau of 
the French dmtanes, and her* we were obliged to tdte 
init a kind of passport for our horses, that they mm 
be allowed to retum. Here ilio- 1 engased a giWi 

Vol. n.— P 
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IMymed Rondo, to conduct me the next moniing to the 
BrMie de Roland ; and we then proceeded on our way, 
durting along the foot of Mount CoumeUe, till we arri- 
▼ed at a spot called the Chaos or Payrada, which seems 
as if a mountain had been violently overthrown, and 
strewed the valley with its enormous ruins. Blocks of 
nanite, containing from ten to a hundred thousand cubic 
feet, scattered at large or piled one upon another, fill up 
a sp«ce of nearly hAf a mile. No tree, no vegetation 
is to be seen ; all is death, and desolation, and silence, 
CQEcept where the Gave rushes angrily through the rocks, 
and seems to hasten its progress to escape from such a 
wilderness of destruction. 

About a mile more brought us to the village of 6a^ 
▼amie, wildly situated in the midst of flowers and 
snows, soft fields and tremendous mountains. 



THE CASCADE OF GAVARNIE. 

** LabKur et labetur in omne Tohibilis ■nmm.'* 

HoRAT. Enrr. 

' Trb village of Gavamie once belonged to the order 
of the Temple, and we were shown me little church 
said to have been erected by those militaiy monks, 
lliere is nothing peculiar in the building, and the only 
thing which pretends to interest is a coUection of sculls, 
said to be those of eight knights who were beheaded on 
the little green at the time of the barbarous extorminar 
tion of their order. I believe that, as far as any truth 
goes, they might just as well call them the heads of 
eight Roman emperors. But it is no great mattor-— could 
every Templar come back and swear to his own, they 
would be the only persons concerned after all ; and tiu 
that can be the case, one head does quito as well as an- 
other. 

After visiting the church, we followed the course of 
the river towanls the famous Cirque de Gavamie. On 
setting out from the village it seemed as if we could 
touch it; but it fled before us, and shortly a thick cloud 
oaitia> ov#r It Bke.a veil. We walked on, howeveiv 
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crotsmg seTeral large basins wiiieh had fonnerhr been 
Ulled with water, and arrired at last in the nudst of 
that gigantic amphitheatre, to which all other of nature^ 
works appear but faint e88a3r8 of her power. The 
whole was at first filled with the cloud, and we could 
scarcely distinguish any of the objects around ; but srad- 
uaUy the vapour rose and passed away, and we found 
ourselves standing in the midst of a semicircle of black 
marble, rising abruptly fourteen hundred feet in height, 
round an area of neariy a league. There is no descri- 
bing it; the soul is lost in the vastness that it contem- 
plates, and it is long before the eye can comprehend the 
grandeur of the objects before it. High above tiie am- 
phitheatre lies the mountain, pile upon pile, to the very 
sky, like gigantic steps carpeted with snow. Nine or 
ten small streams are continually pouring over the 
edge of the precipice, and tracing a long white line upon 
its dark surface ; but a river, far more considerable than 
the rest, shoots over the eastern side of the amphithea- 
tre from a height of twelve hundred and sixty feet, 
forming the famous cascade of Gavamie. 

There was still a line of heavy cloud drawn across 
the verv summit of the fall, and below it sepanted into 
dense thick mist, while the stream itself continued for 
ever pouring silently on between the two, like time be- 
tween two indistinct eternities. At the same time the 
sun had long, long sunk to us, and the world below was 
all in shadow, while far above the cloud, glittering in 
a kind of golden splendour, rose the icy summits of a 
far hkher mountam, beaming with an airy unearthly 
light, fike the faint glimpse of some more brilliaBt worli. 

Description can do nothing for it, imagination can do 
little. It must be seen and felt. 

Although such towering heights still remained abovo 
us, we had already risen so far that we found the snowa 
lying at the foot of the amphitheatre, and were todd 
tluit they never melt. After falling from the heig^, tho 
river collects in a small basin. below, and forcing its 
passage under the snow, forms the famous Pont de 
Keige* of Gavamie. 

Far above the Cirque de Gravamie, and the snowa vaA 
the ices which hang upon its edge, appears another per« 
fwndicttlar wall of rocdi^, running along nearly I^Fon^ east 

* Bodge o£ ihdw. 
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to west, and forming a barrier between France and 
Spain; and nearly in the centre of this appears a deep: 
cleft like an embrasure — ^the famous Breche de Roland. 
Fdr here it is said that the Paladin Orlando, or Roland, 
as he is called in France, pursuing the army of the 
Moon, cleft the rock of three hundred feet in height 
with one blow of his enchanted sword, and opened a 
passage into Spain. The story goes on to say that Or- 
lando was on horseback. 

I looked in vain to see the footpath that was to con- 
duct me the next day to the breach. I could discover 
nothing but one perpendicular precipice, and returned 
to Gavamie, puzzling myself how it was to be accom- 
plished. 



THE BRECHE DE ROLAND. 

** JC'en now, where Alpine lolitades ascend, 
I lit me down a pennve hour to spend. 
And placed on high above the stonn's career, 
Look downward where a hundred realms appear, 
Lakes, forests, cities, plains extended wide. 
The pomp of kings, the shepherd's humblerpride.*' 

GoLUSMXTH.— 7^ TVovcUer. 

While we were at dinner, my musical-named guide. 
Rondo, arrived from Gedre, and came in to speak to 
ne, walking with the peculiar bounding step of moun- 
taineers. A picturesque figure he was too, with his 
spear-headed pole, conical cap, cowskin sandals, and 
ail elegant bissack of netted cotton, which hung under 
his left arm. He was a small, slightly-made moun-' 
taineer, with pale dark complexion, bright blad^ eyes, 
and a countenance lit up with calm intelligenee. He 
told us so many stories -of accidents from storms in at- 
cemptinff to reach the BrSche, that my companion, 
whose health utteriy prevented him from ascending, 
became alarmed on my account, and begged me not 
to go unless the day should prove perfectly clear. 

At half past three the next morning. Rondo called 
me ; and having dressed myself as warmly as possible, 
I went down stairs in the dark. The stairs led imme* 
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diately into the middle of the kitchen, on the floor of 
which were stretched the beds of half a dozen fomilies 
belonging to the inn. There were mine host and hoist- 
ess, her sister and her sister's hnslramd, and two or 
three cousins and their partners, on either side ; quite 
patriarchal. I don't know whether this proceed^ from 
the inn being very full, or whether it was usual ; but so 
it was, that in the obscurity I tripped at the first mat- 
tress, and tumbled head foremost between a young lady 
and her husband, causing a sudden and yiolent sepanu 
tion, and certainly putting asunder those whom the 
ehureh had joined together. The young lady started 
up, and I believe at first, as there was no neemg in the 
matter, took me for her husband, so that her first ad- 
dress was rather more tender than it otherwise would 
hare been ; but at that moment Rondo came in with a 
light, sans eeremonie, and enabled me to extricate my- 
self from my very doubtful situation. 

We now provided ourselves with the necessary im- 
plements for our journey ; spear-headed poles, cran^Mms 
for our feet, a bottle of brandy, and some coM meat ; 
and setting out from Gavamie, soon arrived at the foot 
of the Tours de Marbor6e. The morning was foggy, 
and by this time it had begun to drizzle ; Rondo shook 
his head at the weather, saying that we should have a 
storm ; so we sat down among the fiowers with which 
the wiiole place was carpeted, and held a council of 
war. 

The mountaineers always use the most figuitttive 
languajfe^ and my guide explained to me his apprehen- 
sions, sa3ang, that when the French mist meets the 
Spanish mist on the top of the mountain, they fight for 
the breach with thunder and with hail ; that there had 
been threatening of war in the sky for many dayis, but 
that now it menaced more than «ver; and that if the 
storm came when we were amid the glaciers, where 
there was no shelter, death would be our portion ; for 
that was a country, he said, where there was no good 
God. 

. However, never liking to give up what I have once 
undertaken without succeeding, and as it appealed that 
if the storm oirertook us before we reaehed the ice, we 
could find sMue place of refuge from the hail, whiidi 
was the mo^ dangerous enemy we had to encounter, I 
determined to go on, at lea§t as far as the snow, and 
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then let our further progress be determined by ti. 
weather. 

Onr first effort was to pass a hill composed of loos 
fragments of stone, which gave way at every step 
This conducted us to the foot of the precipice, on tfa 
west side, where we paused under a shelvmg rock til 
the rain had somewhat abated. Thence we went a lit 
tie way round the base, and found the path, if path i 
could be called, for it was nothing but a narrow irregu 
lar break in the ^ rock, almost as perpendicular as th* 
rock itself, and only more practicable on account of thi 
steps formed in it by the broken layers of stone. 

We soon passed this, and then walking along a nar- 
row ledge formed in the precipice, we came to anothei 
natural stair of the same kind, which conducted us to 
the height of four or &ve hundred feet, where we scared 
two eagles (or I rather believe vultures) from the rock, 
which contmued screaming and wheeling round our 
heads during great part of the ascent ; and doubtless we 
had their best wisnes for our speedy passage to the 
bottom. 

Turning then in a degree away from the Marbor6e, 
we came to a piece of turf slanting in an extreme an- 

fie, and so slippy with the rain that we could scarcely 
eep our feet. We passed, then again to the east, aim 
once more, to my great satisfaction, began climbing the 
firm rock ; but this did not last, and we had to change 
several times from rock to turf before I found myself 
at the summit of the amphitheatre, on a level with the 
top'of the cascade, which, as the clouds began to clear 
away, I could plainly perceive projected violently over 
the edge of the opposite precipice, losing itself in mist 
below. 

It is seldom that one has an opportunity of looking 
down a perpendicular height of fourteen hundred feet : 
and I stood enj03ring the sensation much longer than I 
believe my guide judged apropos, for he seemed scarcely 
to know whether he ought to let me stand there or not. 
The tinkling of the sheep-bell, and a loud barking, two 
sounds I little expected to hear, there, roused me from 
taiy dreaming, and conducted us towards the flock of a 
Spanish shepherd, which was wandering at large undet 
toe care or two enormous dogs, who now appeared 
aiounted on the projecting rocks that flanked their 
charge, baying loudly at our appfoach. 
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No shepherd was with the flock, but we sooa discor* 
ered his abode by a large iron pot of milk that stood at 
the entrance. He had chosen the little hollow under a 
shelf of the rock, and fenced it in with a wall of loose 
stones, which rose breast-high, forming a dwelling of 
about seven feet by four. I went up to the little wall 
and looked over upon the shepherd, who lay extend- 
ed on his cloak reading. I asked him what he was 
about ; and looking up without the least appearance of 
surprise, he answered that he was studying, I demand- 
ed what was the subject of his study, to which he re- 
plied by stretching out his arm towards me, with a 
dirty dog's-eared book of Spanish letters on geography. 
It is probable that the conversation might mive lasted 
for some time in the same manner, he lying on his 
back, and I looking over the wall, had not Rondo come 
up and desired him to give us some milk. The call on 
his hospitality instantly roused him, and he sprang lipon 
his feet, one of the most picturesque figures I ^er 
beheld. 

He was a youth of sixteen or seventeen, of very per- 
fect, though almost gigantic proportions. Before he 
came out of liis den, he placed his large broad-brimmed 
hat on his head, which gave a sort of bandit expression 
to his full dark eyes and sunburnt countenance. He 
wore two double-breasted Spanish jackets, covered 
with hanging buttons. His feet were shod with the 
sort of mountain sandal called espardin, snd in a crim- 
son sash round his waist he wore a sharp-pointed 
knife, nearly two feet long, which, though only used 
for the simple purpose of cutting his bread, might have 
served very well on more murderous occasions. In 
short, he was a most romantic sort of gentleman in 
appearance ; but he speedily lighted a fire, boiled us a 
large portion of his milk, and pressed us to his simple, 
treat with a cheerfulness and frankness smacking of 
ancient days. He joined with us too in conversation ; 
told us that it was nearly a month since he had seen a 
human creature, and then it was his father, who had 
Inrought him six loaves of the black bread he sat be- 
fore us. 

The shepherd seemed anxious te know what brought 
us to the Br^he de Roland ; and when I told him, in 
the best Spanish I could muster, that it was but simple 
curiosity, he shook his head with a smile. . I asked 
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him why he did so, doubting whether ho understood 
me ; bat he answered that he could not imagine any 
one coming to such a place unless it were to feed sheep. 

One thing, however, he told us, which set our minos: 
perfectly at ease with respect to the safety of our 
rarther prosress. He assured us that there were no 
dou^ on the o^er side of the breach, and that there 
would be no storm that day. My guide seemed to place 
perfect confidence in his judgment, and with this prog* 
nostic we again set out. 

After about half an hour's more climbing, the doadt 
entirely cleared away, the wind blew strongly, the sua 
shpne glittering on the snow before us, and all an- 
nounced as fine a day as we could have desired. The 
mountain was all shming as if strewed with diamonda, 
for the last drops of rain were crowded upon erery 
blade of grass, and nested in the bosom of everv flower. 
Nature, as if to mock the snows, had covered the whole 
turf to their very edge with blossoms, and the rich blue 
iris, and a very delicate white flower I had never seen 
before, were actually growing within the verge of fhe 
region of frost. As most of these had already passed in 
the valleys, I gathered as many as I could for Madame 
de Gontaut ; and then having fixed our crampons^ which 
were but clumsy, we proceeded to climb the ice. 

To the east was an immense glacier stretching over 
the highest part of the Marbor^e. It was of deep blue 
ice, and I could distinguish layer above layer, resting 
nearly vertically, which prevented all approach on that 
aide. Stretching east and west was the rocky wall 
which forms the highest crest of the Pyrenees, and due 
south, cleft through as with a sword, the Brdche de 
Roland; but between us and it lay another glacier, at 
an inclination of about sixty degrees, which made the 
direct ascent impracticable. To the westward, how- 
ever, was a large tract of soft snow, by which we were 
enabled to make our way to the side of the latter ffla- 
cier, and cross instead of attempting to climb it. We 
proceeded very well up the snow for about a quarter 
of an hour, at the end of which time we came to ice 
covered with drift, and rendered unsound by the per- 
colation of a stream. 

Here the crampon on my left foot turned round, by the 
strap coming undone, and my foot gave way, but I was 
still firmly fixed by my climbing-pole and my right foot. 
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However, Rondo, who was about twenty yards distant, 
was alarmed and ran to my assistance, when both his 
feet slipped and he went, flying Uke lightning towards 
the edge of the precipice. I could dp nothing to save 
him : when sruddenly, after having gone about two hun- 
dred yards, he struck his pole into the deep ice, and 
having regained his feet, returned to me as quieUy as 
if nothing had happened. 

We now began to cross the glacier transversely, cut- 
ting steps with a hatchet, and after passing more than 
one deep chasm from six inches to two feet in breadili| 
we arrived at the crest of the mountain, so that I could 
stretch out my hand and touch it. Between France and 
Spain this natural barrier rises perpendicularly from 
the ice, and is said to be from three to six hun(hfed feet 
in height. 

It has an extraordinary effect to. stand upon those im- 
mense masses of ice, and feel the vivid rays of the 
summer sun. The rarefaction of the air did not at all 
affect my breathing ; but the humidity had become so 
condensed under the glass of my pocket-compass^ that 
I could scarcely ascertain the direction of the rarious 
objects. Retracing in a degree our steps, we now with- 
out further difficulty reached the Brdche de Roland; 
and here, for the first time, I turned round to contem- 
plate the scene below. 

Mountain beyond mountain, valley leading into val- 
ley, stream flowing into stifeam, till the fading distance 
and the boundless sky did not meet, but blended in each 
other. On one side were the whole mountains of 
Beam, on the other the whole motmtains of Aragon, 
far, and clear, and blue. It seemed as if a giant ocean 
of enormous waves had suddenly been frozen, and that- 
I stood upon their highest pinnacle. 

The icy barrier around appeared to cut us off from 
all nature. It was perfect solitude ; there was not a 
flower, there was not a living creature ; the very eagles 
we had left below : there was not a sound but that of 
the lonely wind whistling shrilly through the chasm in 
the mountain. Where we stood, we seemed far above 
creation, and at our feet lay all the vast and varied 
world, nor had I ever fancied that world so grand. 

How magnificent are all thy works, great God of 
Nature! 
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THE DISCOVERY. 

In coming from the momitain, while I was yet far 
above the surface of the vulgar earth, I saw my friend 
standing, watching my descent, upon one of the hills of 
shingle which lie at the bottom of Gavamie, and I 
hastened on to meet him. There was some degree of 
agitation in his manner as we met, and as he grasped 
my hand he said, "Do you know, Young, something 
very extraordinary has happened to me since you have 
been gone." 

'* Something extraordinary it must have been, in* 
deed," I replied, " to stir you from your calm placidity, 
9ut tell me, what is it t" 

"Extraordinary indeed," he rephed; "but come on 
towards ihe inn. Do you know I have seen the same 
appearance which has so long tormented you — ^I have 
se^n again that terrible countenance which will never 
quit the memory of either of us !" 

" Good God I is it possible ?" I exclaimed ; " then it 
is no delusion!" 

" It is certainly the most extraordinary thing in the 
worid," he replied ; and then proceeded to inform me, 
that as he was coming down to breakfast, while looking 
aionig the dark passages at the top of the stairs, that 
fearful countenance had ^red upon him for a moment 
in terrible distinctness. With prompt presence of mind 
i» had instantly rushed towards it, but found nothing 
but the long corridors and empty rooms of the inn. On 
our return we called for the book of travellers' names, 
but our own were the onl^ English names that it con- 
tained ; and, not a little agitated, we mounted our horses 
and returned to St. Sauveur. 

Without pausing any longer there than was merely 
oece«saiy to pack the carriage, we set out fbr Bagneres 
da Bigorre, and thence proceeded towards Tarbes. 
More than once we canvassed the extraordinary circum- 
stance that had occurred; and notwithstanding all our 
efforts to be philosophical, it is in vain to deny that I at 
least felt a greater degree of superstitious awe in re- 
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gard to the object which had so often tottored me, than 
ever I had done before. Previously I had looked upon 
it as a delusion, originating in a partial derangement of 
my own brain; but now that my friend had seen it also, 
it acquired the importance of a terrible reality. Every 
hour it weighed more and more upon my mind, and I 

saw that B was sorry that on the impulse of the 

moment he had communicated to me the fact of his 
having witnessed the same strange occurrence. 

As we had set out somewhat late from Ikigneres, 
however, the shadows were coming over the mountains 
long before we reached Tarbes, ana as my friend B-— 
was rather indisposed, we determined, if the little town 
of St. Martin afforded a good inn, to halt there for the 
night. Our postillion informed us that the inn was 
*' admirable ;'' and driving up to the door, we saw a 
crowd round it sufficient to show that it was well fre- 
quented. 

There were, among others, five or six gendarmes oti 
horseback surrounding a little cart, in which appeared a 
man loaded with irons, with another police soldier be- 
side him. What was my surprise, nowever, on be^ 
holding, when the cart turned to drive off, no other thaA 
my former servant Essex in the person of the appa- 
rent criminal. The man evidently saw me, and tamed 
away his head ; and as I had but slight grounds to love 
his acquaintance, I took no farther notice, merely, 
thinking, '* The rascal seems likely at length to meet 
his deserts.** 

As B— stepped out of the carriage, however, and 
walked into the inn, the landlord asked him if Mon- 
sieur had come to see the body of the gentleman who 
had been murdered. He replied by asking what gentle- 
man ; and, while the host answered that there was then 
lying in his front room the body of a gentleman who 
hadbeen murdered by his own servant as he was cominc 
from a chateau in the neighbourhood, where he had 

been to pay a visit, B walked on to the door where, 

from the number of people, and the appearance of one 
or two gendarmes, it seemed the corp6&;.lay for in- 
spection. 

The crowd made room for him to pass, and I was fot- 
lowing, but he suddenly drew bade and grasped mr 
arm, exclaiming, " Good God! Young, do not cotn0 m 
kere--iuid y«t do ! It is Wild!" 
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" Wild !" exclaimed I, rushinff in ; " what do you 
mean V^ But there needed no farther question. There, 
on the deal board, which usually served the little <m- 
berge for a public table, lay stretched the body of my 
enemy Alfred Wild, at least if mortal eyes might be 
trusted. My hand, it is true, had stretched him on the 
earth, my eyes had witnessed the convulsive agony of 
death, the surgeon had pronounced him to be dead, and 
the newspapers had announced his death ; yet there he 
,lay, or some one so like him that his own father would 
.not have known the difference. 

" Do you recognise the body, sir ?" demanded one of 
the gendarmes, seeing me gazing upon it with feelings 
which no pen can describe, so mingled were they of 
hope and relief, and horror and surprise. "Do you 
recognise the body ? for, in all the letters and papers 
which have been found upon him, he is called by one 
name which I do not choose to mention at present, 
while that in his passport is Monsieur Auguste de Yal- 
lencay." 

"I think I do recognise the body,'' I replied; '* and, 
if it be the same, his name is not VaUencay, but Al- 
fred WUd." 

'* Pr^cisement !" replied the gendarme ; *' that is the 
name on several letters which were.found in his pock- 
ets. But we are going to send to the gentleman at the 
chateau, whom some people believe to be his father." 

" Come away. Young," cried my friend ; "this will be, 
at all events, a relief to your mind, and I trust may be 
but one step to your happiness. Come away ; perhaps 
I had better go, before the horses are taken off, and 
break this event to the unhappy man's father." 

** No !" I answered ; " No ; you are unwell yourself; 
I will go, and perhaps the task, painful as it is, may 
be some atonement for what I inflicted on the old man 
before." 

B made some opposition, but I would yield to 

none ; and, getting into the carriage, begged the people 
round to direct the postillion to the chateau they had 
mentioned. «, The man knew it well, and in about three 
quarters of an hour we were passing through a pair of 
old gray stone gates. 

It was now euite dark, and the' man, half peasant, 
half footman, who, after ringing five or six times, made 
hia appearance, admitted me with somewhat surly sera- 
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tiny to a large vestibule, in which was buniing one 
small ill-trimmed lamp. He then opened a door at one 
side, and announced, " The English gentleman," upon 
which a voice immediately exclaimed, " If he had not 
the impudence of the devil, he would not show his face 
here again — ^but I will soon settle that ! Send him in !" 

" Some mistake !'' I thought, obeying the words I 
had overheard rather than the servant's half-muttered 
directions, and walked into a large old-fashioned sa- 
loon, somewhat better lighted than the hsdl. At the 
farther end was a table covered vnth the materials for 
making tea, and at the left-hand side sat two persons, 
on whom my eyes were of course instantly fixed. But 
before a vague sort of intuition could become reidly 
perceptive, a cry of joy met my ear^and, in a moment, 
Emily Somers, my own Emily, was in my arms. *' It 
is James, papa! Oh, it is our own dear James!" she 
cried, and the happy tears flowed fast and long. 

There was no mistaking the tone, the manner, or the 
action. Emily, at least, was glad to see me, and her 
father seemed so also, if I might judge by the hearty 
and reiterated shake of the hand which he now gave 
me. But how all this had come about remained to be 
explained, and it was but by confused and desultory fits 
and starts that I gained an insight into what I am now 
about to write down. 

The first light which was thrown upon the matter 
was by Mr. Somers himself, who, when he found that I 
had come thither accidentally, supposing the tenants 
of the chateau to be very different people, cut across 
Emily's delight at seeing me, and withdrew her hand 
from mine. 

'* Slay, stay, Emily," he cried ; " as Mr. Young does 
not know what has occurred, it is fit that he should bo 
informed before he commits himself by a word. Re- 
member, my love, his opinions may be altered as well 
as our fortunes." 

" No, no, papa ! No, no !" replied Emily. " For 
once, I will be bold and answer for him." 

'^But let me tell him at least," said Mr. Somers. 
" Soon after you left us for France, Mr. Young, one or 
two of my speculations were unsuccessful, and left me 
a loser of nearly fifty thousand pounds ; but that was 
nothing, and would never have been felt, had not Just 
afterward the ffreat house of Kiimeiton and BadenhAm, 

Vol. II.— Q 
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in Calcutta, failed to an immense amomit. That was a 
ebook to many a house as well as mine, and people be- 
gan to draw largely upon me ; still I could have done 
very well if 'the London house of the same name had 
held firm : but on calling there, though they assured me 
of their perfect competence to meet all claims, I saw 
cause to doubt. What could I do ? To press them 
was to mike them stop sooner, without helpmg myself : 
and, to prepare affamst the worst, I. went to my old 
friend Samuel Wild, who talked about supporting me 
with half a million if it were necessary ; but when he 
came in the evening, he made it a condition that his son 
was to have my Emily. 

" It was no time to trifle, and I tgld him all — ^her en- 
gagement to you — ^and every thing. But he replied, 
that his son could prove that you did not care any thing 
about her, and a great deal more which it is unneces- 
sai^ to repeat. We held out for long ; writing to you, 
and receiving no answer, and seeing every now and 
then letters flrom your servant Essex to young Wild's 
valet, telling him a great many stories about you, which 
we have found to be false, as we have since packed 
through that part of the country, and seen many who 
knew you and did you justice. - 

" However, the matter seemed plain enough then. 

Difficulties increased ; the London house of K and 

B failed ; a regular run was made upon our baidL. 

Old Wild stood firm, and would do. nothing unless Emily 
would consent. I saw nothing before me but poverty and 
disgrace both for me and her, and I do l)elieve I almost 
went on my knees to my own child to save us both. 
Well, sir, she did consent, and immediately Mr. Wild pakl 
in, in one morning, three hundred thousand pounds. We 
declared our intention of paying every thing in gold ; the 
credit of the house rose higher than ever, When sudden- 
ly, who should come over but yourself. Your letter 
first opened my eyes : for, by showing me that you had 
been ill and unable to write for two months, and that 
your servant had been playing the rascal with you, you 
proved to me that I had been cheated also. Well, my 
dear boy, I went away to old Wild, resolving at au 
events to do you justice, let come what would ; and, 
producing your letter, I told him that his son must 
make> good his charges, or I should not suffer Emily to 
keep her engagemiMit. He -Iben thought fit to buUiT' 
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and told me that before six-and-thirty hours were over 
he would close the doors of my bank. I feared that he 
had the power to do so, but stm he could not take from 
me my honesty, and I left him in the same determina^ 
tion. The first thing was, if possible, to save my cred- 
it ; and I went to several old friends, telHng them the 
real state of the case, that I could meet all, but that it 
might require time. They promised to meet the next 
morning, and Urns the day was spent without my see- 
ing you. 

''The next morning took place that unfortunate duel, 
and my friends also met ; but ere they came to any de- 
cision, not only all that old Wild had paid in was drawn 
out of the bank, but every "one with whom he had a 
word to say .came pouring m with draught upon draught. 
There was no stemming the current, and before noon 
the bank stopped. You may conceive what a state we 
were all in, and then came the news that you had killed 
young Wild in* a duel. Poor Emily was more dead 
than alive ; and, to msJce matters worse, before nightfall 
there was an execution in the house. We went out of 
it the next morning, and, to cut my story short, when 
idl the affairs were wound up, which did not' take a 
couple of months, all debts were paid off, twenty shil- 
lings in the pound, and eight hundred per annum clear 
was left for myself. So I came out, my dear boy, tri- 
umphant ; but still Emily begged me not to try it any 
more, but let us live upon what we have, we deter* 
mined for a time to come to France. And now, James, 
if you love poor Emily Somers with little or nothing, 
as well as you loved the heiress of the rich banker, 
tiiere she is, take her, and God's blessing be upon yott 
both." 

I need not say what was my reply, but it was soon 
made ; and I now found that the letter which my friend 
B ■ had written for me to Emily had never 1>een re- 
ceived by her, the house in Portland Place having been 
taken possession of by Alfred Wild's father, who doubt- 
less had opened and returned it. My stay at Worthing, 
and illness there, were known both to Emily and her 
father; and Mr. Somers, conceiving that I must have 
seen the wreck of his afflEiirs mentioned in the newspip 

gers, had himseU' requested my banker to tell me when 
e wrote that Emily and himself were as well as couM 
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be expected, which had been done with true commer- 
cial brevity. 

Alfred Wild, in the meantime, had been carried home 
to his father's house, but the report had already spread 
that he was dead ; and from the moment that his father 
saw him in the condition in which he was brought 
home, the old man never spoke for any other purpose 
than to give orders for persecuting the family of Mr. 
Somers. 

Great loss of blood, however, and excessive pain — 
for the ball had lodged in some very sensitive part — ^had 
made Alfred Wild faint upon the field at the moment he 
was dbout to fire at me ; but he had suffered no mortal 
wound ; and though he had fainted and recovered sev- 
eral times ere he reached his father's house, yet before 
night he was sufficiently recovered to know all that 
was passing round him. Enmity towards myself and 
love for Emily Somers were still the predominant pas- 
nons of his heart ; and, conceiving some^ vague scheme 
of obtaining her and punishing me, he besought his 
jDEither to give out the story of his death. 

He found the execution of the scheme more easy 
than he imagined, for the report was in all the news- 
papers that he had died on the spot where he fell ; and 
his parsimonious father's only objection arose from the 
expense of putting the family in mourning and the 
trouble of concealment. When he heaid, however, 
what was the object, and that revenue upon me and on 
the family of his former friend was thus to be obtained, 
a chord was struck in the old man's bosom, the tone 
of which was not the less powerful because it had sel- 
dom vibrated before. He declared that he would give 
a hundred thousand pounds — ^he might have said his 
heart's Mood— to ruin me and the family of Mr. JSom- 
ers, and measures were instantly taken to carry his 
son's design fully into effect. The death was regularly 
inserted in the newspapers, the whole house was shut 
vp, the servants were clothed in black, and those neces- 
sarily trusted were bribed to secrecy. 

I am not even sure that a false funeral was not 
performed; but nevertheless, rumours of something 
strange got about, even before Mr. Somers quitted 
London. Had I remained in England, I should most 
likely have discovered the deceit; for Captain Truro 
had positively declared in several circles that his friend 
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bad not died immediately, as had been at first SQp» 
posed; but, on the contrary, had revived once or 
twice in the carriage on their way home. No coro* 
ner's inquest being reported on the body also caused 
doubt, and the gratuitous announcement that the family 
did not intend to prosecute did not silence rumour. 

As soon as he could travel, it seems, Alfred Wild, 
having re-engaged his confederate Essex in the scheme 
against me, set out from London for the purpose of fol* 
lowing Emily, who, with her father, had taken refuge 
in a beautiful spot among the Pjnrcnees. 

Whether it was with or without design — whether he 
had discovered the dreadful delusion with which re- 
morse tortured me, and followed me with the fiendish 
purpose of confirming it— or whether his pursuing the 
same course was accidental — ^I cannot tell, but certain 
it is, that during the whole of my journey through 
France he had been near me, and I cannot even now 
be sure of which were the occasions when my fancy 
deceived me, which those when I beheld his real coun- 
tenance. 

Speaking French like a native, and havinc assumed 
a French name, he passed unsuspected, and at length 
presented himself at the chateau which had been hired 
by Mr. Somers, in order to throw o£f his disguise and 
pursue Ms claim to the hand of Emily. 

Neither the worthy banker nor his daughter was 
much surprised by his reappearance; for, as I have 
said before, they had already learned to doubt the story 
of his death ; but though he made his long constancy, 
the severe treatment he had sufiiered, and the vehe- 
mence of his passion, all pleas for Emily's hand, she 
rejected him stiU with cold abhorrence, and he left the 
house in not the best mood of roind« He had brought 
his servant Essex to the chateau with him to gmde 
him, as the man had been previously sent forward 
from St. Sauveur to discover the house. 

Master and servant, however, knew each other to be 
base, and many a disgraceful dispute had arisen be- 
tween them already. As long as Essex had his mas- 
ter in some degree in his power, by possessing his 
secret, he knew that he could wring as much monejt 
from Wild as he wanted; but as soon as ever he (ovaoa, 
by his master's visit to Mr. Somers, that tiie whols 
wts to be divulged, he determined vpoa a scheme te 

Q8 
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the purpose of at one blow taking vengeance of Wild 
for some former ofiences, and of enriching himself 
with the contents of a pocketbook which he knew to be 
Tsduable. The proximity of Spain was a great induce- 
ment for executing, at once, a design he had lonff 
meditated, for Essex was a citizen of the world, and 
with a well-furnished purse could make himself hkppy 
in any country. Thus, as they returned on horseback 
from the chateau, a few angry words from the master 
brought on a few insolent ones from the servant. Al- 
ben^'ild, it seems, must have turned to reply, for he 
was found, not two minutes after, with the wound of a 
pistol-ball running from temple to temple. Essex was 
instantly pursued and taken by the gardes chasses, who 
came up at the report of fire-arms, and being found with 
his master's pocketbook and a lately-discharged pistol, 
perceived that he had lost the stake for which he had 
l^yed, confessed all, and ended his life upon the scaf- 



I have hurried on to the conclusion of the history of 
Alfred Wild and hiis servant ; but of course, when Em- 
ily and her father had given me an account of all that 
had befallen them up to the moment at which I had 
again found them after so long an absence, I too had 
my tale to tell. Though the first sketch was brief, yet 
the after details were long in telling, for Emily would 
know all and every thing ; and while I spoke, the deep 
and varied emotions which crossed her countenance, 
the intense interest that every incident I related, every 
feeling I acknowledged, called up in the pure bland 
mirror of her face, was compensation a thousand and 
a thousand fold for all that I had suffered. 

The pains, the cares, the sorrows of the past had 
taught us all that sad lesson, the darkest, n^ost 
ffrievous which experience forces on us— ever present 
doubt of each future moment ; — and it was agreed that 
Emily should become mine as speedily as possible. 
But alas ! who can stretch his power over the next 
half hour and say, ** It shall be at my disposal !" Our 
marriage was appointed to take place before the end 
of the month, and we were making preparations to 
tanry bide to Bordeaux for that purpose. But Mr* 
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Somen was obliged to attend the criminal comi at 
Tarbes on the trial of the prisoner Essex. The agita- 
tion and heat were more than he could bear, and after 
having given his evidence clearly and distinctly, he 
was seen to fall. I hastened to his assistance, and 
fomid that he had been suddenly struck with palcy. 
Borne back to his own house, medical aid was speeduy 

Erocured, and he soon recovered the possession' of afl 
is faculties; but my marriage with Emily was of 
course delayed; and the physicians having recom- 
mended him to try the waters of Bareges for .the com- 
plete restoration of his health, we removed thither, 
and remained till the close of the season. His health 
certainly improved in a degree, but still his corporeal 
powers were so much impaired, his danger so great, 
and his situation so painful, thaUall thought of more 
joyful events was of course put aside. 

After our return from Bareges, a friend in whom he 
placed great reliance recommended him to a Parisian 
physician ; and although we were obliged to wait for 
the return of spring, we proceeded towards the French 
metropolis as soon as the weather was sufficiently warm 
to permit of our performing the journey without danger 
to the invalid. It was accomplished by slow stages ^ 
and we arrived in Paris in the beginning of Jime. For 
a time the health of Mr. Somers seemed to improve 
under the new treatment to which he was subjected, 
and so far had he proceeded in his convalescence that 
my marriage with Emily was fixed to take place within 
a month. The unfortunate twenty-sixth of July, 1830, 
however, intervened, and the outbreaking of the last 
French revolution found us tied to Paris without the 
possibility of quitting a capital in which, during all for- 
mer political convulsions, crimes of the deepest die had 
been committed. My anxiety for Emily and Mr. Som- 
ers was of course very great, for no one had any right 
to expect that the French populace would show such 
noble and magnanimous forbearance as they then did, 
and the re-enactment of some, at least, of the horrors 
of former days was reasonably to be anticipated. When, 
however, the great struggle was over, and a revolutioni 
was effected which, by its splendid moderation and maj^- 
nificent integrity of purpose and accomplishment, ipust 
be received as the atonement and expiation of the. for^ 
jaer Uoody and insaiM cmtastinoplie, Mr. SomMt, ortBr- 
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excited by the reports which we could not shut out 
from his ears, relapsed into a state worse than that from 
which he had partially recovered. In the meantime 1 
applied myself as far as possible to relieve those in'di* 
vioual cases of sorrow and distress 'vhich every great 
social convulsion must leave behind. In the course of 
my efforts for that purpose a little narrative of suffer- 
ing fell into my hands, which may not be uninteresting 
— perhaps not uninstructive. It came to me through a 
third person, and the ultimate fate of the unhappy man 
who wrote it I could never discover. It was as fol- 
lows: — 



THE HISTORY OF A FRENCH ARTISAN DU- 
RING THE LAST REVOLUTION. 

I WAS bom in the beautiful valley of the Seine, near 
the small town of Bonnidres. It is a lovely place, and 
I will say no more of it ; for in sitting down to write all 
the miseries and horrors that have visited me since I 
left it, the fair calm spot of my birth, and the sweet 
peaceful scenes of my boyhood, rise up, like the re- 
proachful spirit of a noble parent before a criminal son, 
and upbraid me for having ever quitted my tranquil 
home. 

My fkther, though but the gard^ier at the chateau, 
was also a small nropriSimre ; and, in his spare time, 
used to cultivate his own fields by the banks of the 
river. The chateau had been purchased by Monsieur 

V , the rich bookseUer in Paris; and, in hanging 

about the house while a child, I became a great favour- 
ite with the good Parisian. Still my principal patron 
was Monsieur le Cnr^ of Bonnieres, who discovered in 
me an amazing genius for my catechism, taught me to 
read and write, gave me a smattering of Lalin, and de- 
clared that, if I took pains and behaved well, he and 

Monsieur Y between them would procure me th« 

means of 8tud3dng, and make toe a clergyman like him^- 
•elt 

My ambition was flattered with the prospect, and, 
diuug «iy etriy yeaiv, tbs ^peuft of itiy tetiin iMfti4 
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'was always before me ; but as I grew up and learned 
to dance upon the green with the girls of the village, 
my sentiments insensibly changed. I began to think of 
leaving o£f dancing, and being grave, and serious, and 
never marrsning — each with an augmented degree of 
horror. The decisive blow, however, was struck when 
I had seen three times Mariette Dupont. We were 
both as young as we well could be to fall in love ; but 
she was so beautiful, and her soft dark eyes looked so 
ki^llpringly into one's heart, that, from the very first 
moment 1 saw her, I felt an inclination to put my arm 
round her and say, " Thou shalt be my own, and I will 
guard thee from sorrow,' and care, and adversity, and 
shelter thee from every blast that blows in the bleak 
cold world around.-' 

But on this 1 must not pause either, for the memory 
of such dreams is bitterness. The matter went on — I 
loved Mariette, and she — Ay 1 that joy is at least my 
own — lasting — ^imperishable, and the annihilation of a 
world could not t^e it from me— She loved me — deep- 
ly, truly, devotedly — through life — ^to the tomb! 

Years flew by, and we were married — for my father 
had never liked the thought of my becoming a priest, 
which he looked upon as being buried alive. He said 
I should do much better to labour as m)r ancestors had 
done ; or, since I Jiad a superior education, could read 
tind write, and understood Latin, I might easily make 
my fortune in Paris. So he willingly gave his consent 

to my marriage with Mariette. Monsieur V , the 

bookseller, said it was always right to let fools have 
their own way ; and the cur6 frowned and united us, 
merely observing that he had bestowed his time and a^> 
tention very much in vain. 

By my father's counsel, we determined to go to Paris 
immediately, for he and my brother were both sure 
that I should there become a great man, and Mariette 
had no doubt of it. " Besides," my father said, " if you 
do not get on there, you can come back here, and help 
to take care of our own ground while I work at the 

chateau." 

To Paris we went, and took a small lodging in the 
Faubourg Poissonnier, where, for two or three weeks, 
Mariette and myself spent our time and our money in 
love and amusement. We were not extravagant, but 
tre were thoughtless ; and surely a three weeks' thoughtp 
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lessness was but a fair portion for such happiness tm 
we enjoyed. 

At length I began to think of seeking something to 
do ; and I had suflBicient self-confidence to fancy I could 
oren write in a newspaper. Forth I went to propose 
myself; and Mariette's eyes told roe how high were 
her anticipations of my success. To the proprietor* 
of the Constitutionnel my first apphcation was made ; 
but the gentleman I saw bent his ear to catch my pro- 
Tincial jargon— looked at me from head to foot— 4[|fd 
me I was £reaming ; and turned upon his heel. How 1 
got out of the house I know not ; but when I found 
myself in the street, my head swam round, and my 
heart swelled with mingled indignation, shame, and di»> 
appointment. 

It required no small effort to force myself to enter 
the ofllce of another newspaper of much repute. Here 
I mentioned my pretensions in an humbler tone, 'and 
only proposed that something from my pen might be 
received as an experiment. The clerk to whom I spoke 
bore my message into an inner room, and returned with 
a calm, business-like laee, to inform me that all depart- 
ments were full. 

This had occupied me the whole morning ; and I now 
returned to Manette, who instantly read my mortifica- 
tion in my countenance. She asked jao questions, but 
only cast her arms round my neck, and with a smile 
which was not gay, though it was not desponding, she 
whispered, "Do not be vexed, Frsmk. They cannot 
know yet how clever you are When they see more 
of you, they will be glad enoi^ to have you. Besides, 
we can go back again to Bonnidres." 

The thought of returning unsuccessful to my own 
home ¥ras not what I could endure. I imagined the 
cold eye of the curate ; and the disappointment and 
surprise of my father and brother ; and the jeers and 
the wonder of the whole village ; and I determined to 
do any thing rather than go biu^k to Bonnidres. 

The landlord of our lodgings was a tinman, a great 

golitician, and a literary man. All his information, 
owever, was gathered from a paper called Ihe G , 

which he cited on eveiy occasion. To the office of the 

G , then, I went, after dinner ; and having taken a 

couple of turns before the door to gather resolution, I 
n^em in, and modestly asked when f eonld see the tn* 
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tor 1 One of the young men in the office answered that 

Monsienr was then in the house^ and inhered me 

into another room. Here I found a gentleman writing, 
who looked up with a pleasant and intelligent expres- 
sion, and pointing to a seat, asked my business. 

As I explained it to him, his countenance took a look 
of great seriousness ; and he replied^ ^ 1 am exti^mely 
sorry that no such occupation as you desire can he af- 
forded you by the editors of the G ^ for we have 

^jplications every day, which we are obliged to reject, 
from writers of known excellence. I am afr^, also, 
that you will find much difficulty in obtaining what you 
seek, for one of the worst consequences of bad govern- 
ment is now affecting the whole of France. I mean 
the undue proportion between the number of the popu- 
lation and the quantity of employment. Where the 
fault lies 1 must not prei^ume to say, but that there 
must be a great fault somewhere is evident : other- 
wise every man who is willing to labour would find oc- 
cupation.'* 

It has struck me since, that there must often be 
causes for want of employment which no government 
could either control or remedy ; but, at the time, his 
reasoning seemed excellent ; ajid all I felt was renew- 
ed disappointment, and a touch of despair, which I be- 
lieve snowed itself very (dainly in my face, for the ed- 
itor began to ask me some farther questions, which soon 
led mejto tell him my precise situation. 

He mused, and seemed interested ; but for a moment 
replied nothmg. At length, looking at me with a smile, 
he said, *^ Peiliap|8 what I am about to propose to vou 
may be very inferior to your expectations ; nevertheless 
it will afford you some occupation." 

The very name of occupation was renewed life, and I 
listened with eagerness, while he offered to recommend 
me to a printer as what is called a reader, or corrector 
of the press. I en^raced his proposal vritfi unutterable 
thankfulness ; and having ascertained that I was capa- 
ble of the task by some proof-sheets that lay upon the 

table, he wrote a note to Monsieur M , the printer, 

and put it into my hand. I could almost have knelt and 
wor&ipped him, so c^^ was tha ctopp ftpm despair 
-to hope. < 

With the Utter in my band I ll$Mfv to t)i» printfng- 
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ment held out was as small as it well could be, my walk 
home was with the springing step of joy and independ- 
ence ; and my heart, as I pressed Mariette to my bosom, 
and told her of my success, was like that of a great 
general in the moment of victory, before the gloss of 
triumph has been tarnished by one regret for the gone, 
or one calculation for the future. I was soon installed 
in my new post ; and though what I gained was barely 
enough for the necessaries of life, yet it sufficed ; and 
there was always a dear warm smile in the eyes I loved 
best, which cheered and supported me whenever I felt 
inclmed to despond or give way. 

It is true, I often regretted that I could not procure 
for Mariette those comforts and those luxuries which I 
little valued myself; but she seemed to heed them not, 
and every privation appeared to her a matter of pride — 
to be borne rather as a joy than a care. Six months 
thus passed, and they were the happiest of my life ; for 
though I laboured, I laboured in the sunshine. I had 
perfectly sufficient time also to make myself thoroughly 
acquainted with the whole art of printing, and to fit my- 
seU for the task of a compositor, which, though more 
mechanical, was more lucrative ; and it became neces- 
sary that I should gain more, as a change was coming 
over Mariette which promised us new cares and new 
happiness. Strange, that when I looked upon her lan- 
gmd features, and her altered shape, she seemed to me 
a thousand times more lovely than in all the fresh gra- 
ces of expanding womanhood ! And when fears for her 
safety mmgled with the joy of possessing her — ^when 
her calm sweet eyes rested long and fixedly upon me, 
as if she strove to trace out the image of her future 
child in the looks of its father — a new and thrilling in- 
terest appeared to have grown up between us, ^vniich 
was something more than love. 

At length, one of the compositors having gone to con- 
duct a printiug-office at Rennes, my object was accom- 
plished, and I obtained his vacant place. Still the 
emoluments were infinitely small, for the book trade 
was bad, and of course the printers suffered. Some- 
times there was plenty of woA, and sometimes there 
was none ; and the whole jof my companions murmured 
highly at the government, whose imbecility and.tyran- 
nical condilctjthey said, had destroyed Uid commerce of 
the country, and doiw every thmg to nun and degrade 
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the press. There was many a busy whisper among us 
that nothing could save the nation but anew revolution ; 
and as we all felt more or less the sharp tooth of want, 
we madly thought that no change would be detrimental 
to us. I doubt^ some of the opinions that I heard ; but 

one of my comrades worked at the G , which had 

now become a daily paper, and he used often to give us 
long quotations, which convinced us all that the govern- 
ment was opposed to the wishes of the whole nation, 
and that any change must be for the better. 

During Uie autumn I contrived to save some little 
poilion of my wages ; but the rigour of the winter, and 
the quantity of wood we were obliged to bum, soon 
consumed all that I had laid byj so that the provision 
for Mariette's confinement became a matter of serious 
and dreadful anxiety. One morning, however, I re- 
ceived a letter from my brother, telling me that my 
father had died suddenly on the preceding night. I wiU 
not rest upon all that I felt. I had always been the slave 
of my imagination ; and it had been one of my favourite 
vanities to think how proud my father^s heart would be 
to see me raise myself high in the world, and how com* 
fortable I shsuld be able to render his old age, when the ^ 
smile of fortune should be turned upon me. But now 
he was dead, and those dreams all broken. 

The little patch of ground which we possessed was 
of course divided between me and my brother ; and my 
portion was instantly sold to provide for the occasion, 
which was so near at hand. The depression of all 
property, and the haste with which I was obliged to ef- 
fect the sale, rendered it tl^e most disadvantageous that 
can be conceived ; and what with the expenses of Mari- 
ette's confinement, a long illness which she underwent 
after, and a fit of sickness which I suffered myself—be- 
fore the end of March my stock of money was reduced 
to fifty francs. 

Work was by this time sufficient and regular, so that 
I could maintain myself, Mariette, and our boy. We 
had, indeed, no superfluity ; we knew no luxury ; and 
the external enjoyments which I saw many possessing, 
far less worthy than ourselves, were denied to us. 

Mariette bor« it all with cheerfulness, but I grew 
ffloomy and discontented ; and the continual murmurs at 
the government which I heard among my companions 
wrought upon me. I gradually began to dream that 
* Vol. n.— B 
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every thing unpleasant in my mtuation was attributable 
to the state of society in which I lived. Every political 
change now seemed to irritate and affect me. Whereas, 
before I heard a word of politics, I used to work on with 
hope and activity, encountering hardships boldly, and 
feeling them the less because 1 did not let my mind rest 
upon them, I now dwelt upon every uncomfort, and 
magnified it in my own eyes, for the purpose of making 
it a greater reproach to the government, whose evu 
measures, I thought, caused it. I would pause long in 
my work to read scraps from a newspaper, and to com- 
ment on the folly and tyranny of our rulers ; and thus I 
met several reproofs for my slowness and negligence. 

The fires in Normandy I heard of with indignation 
and horror, and 1 attributed them all to the ministers, 
whose wickedness I thought was capable of any base- 
ness, till one day I heard one of my more violent 
companions observe, that the incendiaries were very 
much in the right to burn down the barns and destroy 
the grain, as by making the great mass of the people as 
miserable and penniless as themselves, they would 
force them to bring about a revolution, which would 
^set all things to rights. Besides, he asked, what right 
had a rich man to corn, when the poor were starving ? 

The elections for the chamber of deputies were an- 
other great source of anxiety to me ; and when I found 
they were all liberal, I felt nearly as much satisfaction 
as if I had been elected myself. At length the meeting 
of the chambers approached ; and many a warm discus- 
sion took place among the journeymen printers on the 
questions likely to be brought under consideration 
Every one said that the ministers must go out, or dis- 
solve the chambers ; but many observed with, a shrewd 
glance, that neither the dissolution of the chambers nor 
the resignation of the ministers would satisfy the peo- 
ple. " We must have a change," they said ; " a com- 
plete change ;" and several began to talk boldly of rev- 
olution. 

The continual irritation and discontent I felt had 
their effect on my countenance; and Mariette grew 
anxious about me. She did all she could to sooth me 
— sat with her arms around my neck, and endeavoured 
to persuade me that I should be happier if I did not 
thiiuc of politics. " Kings ^nd governments," she said, 
and said truly, '* could only provide for the general 
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good; and that there must always be inany i^ every 
country whose fate destined them to labour i^id live 
hard. She could not but think," she added, " that the 
way to be happy was for every one to try, by hi^ own 
exertions, to improve his own condition ; and neither 
to envy his neighbour nor to meddle" with affairs la 
which he was not well practised." 

She sought to induce me, too, to return to Bonnieres. 
We had never been So hap|py since we left it ; and so 
sweetly, so perseveringly did she urge a request wliich 
I saw was made for my sake more than her own, that 
at length I consented to go, and, quitting all the vain 
dreams which had led me to Paris, to reassume the 
class and occupation of my fathers. 

We had not money to go by the diligence ; but we 
were both good walkers ; and the baby, bein^ brought 
up by hand-— and that upon the simplest food — ^would 
prove but httle encumbrance. 

This determination was taken on Sunday the 25th of 
July, and the next day 1 gave my employer notice that 
at the end of the month I should quit him. In the 
meantime we determined to save every sous that was 
possible, in order to provide for our expenses by th« 
way ; for which we had hitherto jnade no reserve. 

On the Monday following I joined the rest of the 
printers, and we worked through the day in tranquillity. 
At night, however, as I was returning over the Pont 
Neuf, I met one of my companions, who grasped my 
hand, asking, with a look of intense eagerness, '' If I 
had heard the news 1" The suddenness of the question, 
and his look of anxiety, alarmed me. I knew not well 
what I dreaded, but, at all events, my fears were all 
personal. His tale soon relieved me of my apprehen- 
jsions for Mariette and our child ; but raised my indig- 
nation to the hiffhest pitch against the government. 
The king, he told me, had violated the charter, struck 
at the liberty of the press, altered the law of election, 
and reduced the people to a nation of slaves. 

Distant shouts n^et our ear as yre were crossing the 
Rue St. Honors ; and hurrying on in the direction from 
which they proceeded, we came upon an immense 
multitude, who were breaking the lamps, and yelling 
execrations against the government. 

I was well enough inclined to join them ; but remem- 
bering Mariette, I returned home, and told her all tha' 
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occurred. As I spoke, a paleness came over her beaa^ 
tiful face, so unusual, so gnastly, that it made me start. 
It seemed as if some warning voice had told her that 
ever^ happy dream was at an end — that the eternal 
bamer had fallen between us and joy for ever. The 
next morning every thing seemed to have passed by 
which had disturbed the tranquiUity of the town on the 
previous evening — the streets were quiet, and the peo- 
ple engaged in their usual occupations. Mariette's mind 
appeared somewhat calmed ; but still she looked at me 
anxiously, as she saw me about to depart, and made 
me promise more than once that I would go straight 
to my work, without mingling with any mob I might 
see. 

I kept my word : and though I saw several groups 
of people gathering round the comers of the streets, 
where the obnoxious ordinances were posted up, I did 
not even stop to read, but hurried on to the printing- 
house with aU speed. The scene in the work-rooms 
was different from any I had ever beheld. All the 
presses were standing still ; and the workmen, gather- 
ed into knots, were each declaiming more violently 
than the other on the infamy and folly of the govern- 
ment ; and, with furious gestures, vowing vengeance. 
The overseer came in soon after, and with some diffi- 
culty got us to our, work; but about twelve o'clock, 
the proprietor of the establishment himself appeared, 
and tola us to leave off our labours. 

"My good friends," said he, "the government has 
annihilated the liberty of the press. The t3rpe of sev- 
eral of the journals has been seized this morning. Our 
liberties are at an end without we secure them by our 
own force. Far be it from me to counsel tmnuH or 
bloodshed — ^the law is quite sufficient to do us justice. 
However, I have determined, as well as Monsieur Didot 
and all the other printers, to cease business, and dis- 
charge my workmen." We were then paid the small 
sum owing to each, and dismissed, with a caution to be 
quiet and orderly, and to trust to the law ; though the 
very fact of turning out a number of unemployed and 
discontented men upon such a city as Paris, seemed 
to me the very best possible way of producing that 
tumult which we were warned to avoid. 

I soon after found that it was not alone the printers 
who had been discharged, but that almost aU the work* 



THE BESKLTORY MAN. 197 

men in the city had been suddenly thrownlout of em- 
ployment. As I returned home, there was 9> sort of 
ominous silence about the town that had something 
fearful in it. Not ten persons were to be seen upon 
the Quais, which are usually so crowded ; and it seem- 
ed as if the whole population had been concentrated on 
particular points. 

To my great surprise, on entering my lodging, I found 
my brother sitting with Mariette, and holding our in- 
fant on his knee, while the child looked up in his face 
and smiled, as if it knew that those were kindred eyes 
which gazed upon it. My brother soon told me the 
occasion of his coming to Pans, which was to buy 
seeds and plants for the hothouse at the chateau ; and 
about three o'clock, as every thing was quiet, 1 went 
out with him. 

As we passed onward, we soon saw that aU was not 
right. The shops were closed — the gates of the Palais 
Royal were shut — ^groups of gloomy faces were gath- 
ered at every comer— and the whole town wore the 
dull, heavy aspect of a thunder-cloiid, before the storm 
bursts forth in all its fury. A few gendarmes were 
to be seen, but no extraordinary military force appear- 
ed ; and gradually the same sort of yelling shouts came 
upon our ear that I had heard the m^ht before. 

As we approached the Rue St. Honore, the cries 
became louder; and turning down the Rue des Bona 
Enfans, we found ourselves suddenly in the crowd from 
which they proceeded. It consisted of about five hun- 
dred men and boys, all unarmed. Some had stones in' 
their hands, and some had sticks ; but no more deadly 
weapons could I discern among them. . A great propor- 
tion of the mob were discharged printers, and 1 was in- 
stantly recognised by severad of my feUow- workmen, 
drawn into the crowd with my brother, who was very 
willing to go, and hurried on towards the Place Yen- 
dome, whimer the rioters were directing their steps, 
with the purpose of attacking the house of Monsieur 
de Peyronnet, one of the obnoxious ministers. 

The numbers in the Rue St. Hpnor^ were in no de- 
gree tremendous; but as we entered the Place Ven- 
dome, I saw an equal body coming up the Rue Casti- 
glione, and another approaching by the Rue de la Paix. 
A large force of mounted gendarmerie was drawn up 
in the aquafe ; and ahortly ^er, a party of the |[uaxa 

R 9 
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and the troops of the line appeared. There seemed to 
be considerable hesitation on both parts to strike the 
first blow ; and as long as we kept to shouts, the mili- 
tary remained passive. What took place towards Pey- 
ronnet's house I could not discover, my view being 
obstructed by the heads of the people, but there seemed 
a considerable tumult in that direction ; and a moment 
after, a lad beside me threw an immense brick at the 
head of the officer of gendarmerie, crying, " A has le 
Roi ! Vive la Charte !" 

The missile took effect, knocked off the officer's hat, 
and covered his forehead with a stream of blood. That 
instant the word was given to charge; and in a mo- 
ment we were driven down the Rue St. Honors in 
confusion and terror. My brother could not run so fast 
as I could, and at the comer of the Palais Royal I 
found that he was left several yards behind, while the 
horses were close upon him. I instinctively started 
back to assist him, and seeing no other means, I seized 
a wine-cask that stood at one of the doors, and rolled 
it with all my strength between him and the soldiers. 
The nearest gendarme^s horse stopped in full course, 
stumbled, and fell over the barrel. A loud shout of 
gratulation and triumph burst from the people; and 
turning in their flight, they discharged ji shower of 
bricks and stones upon the advancing cavalry, which 
struck more than one horseman from his saddle, and 
afforded time for my brother and myself to join the 
rest, which we did amid great cheering and applause, 
as the first who had actually resisted the military. 
Elated by the cheer, my brother entered with enthusi- 
asm into the feelings of the multitude, while I felt as if 
I had committed a crime, in injuring men who were 
but doing their duty. 

A temporary cessation of hostility now occurred be- 
tween the people and the soldiery. The gendarmerie 
established Uiemselves in the Place du Palais Roy- 
al, some troops of the line took possession of the Rue 
St. Honor6, and the mob occupied the end of the Rue 
de Richelieu, and the corners of the Rue Montpensier, 
where the new and incomplete buildings afforded plenty 
of loose stones, which were soon again used as mis- 
siles against the gendarmes. I would fain now have 
got away and returned home, but my brother would re 
main ; aiid my companionsi remembering Uie affiur of 
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the barrel, put me forward as a kind of leader ; so that 
vanity joined with enthusiasm to 'make me continue, 
while the thought of Mariette came from time to time 
across my memory with a thrill of dispiriting anxiety. 

The next two hours passed all in tumult. -The sol- 
diers charged us several times, and we fled, but still r6-^ 
turned to our position as they reassumed theirs. Many* 
shots were fired, but few fell, and muskets, fowling- 
pieces, pistols, and swords began to appear among the 
crowd, while in one or two places I discerned the uni- 
form of the National Guard, and two or three youths 
from the Polytechnic School. Darkness soon after this 
came on ; the multitudes opposed to the soldiery were 
increasing every minute, and a cry began to run through 
the crowd, "To the gunsmiths' shops! To the gun- 
smiths' shops !'' 

Instantly this suggestion was obeyed. We dispersed 
in a moment. Every gunsmith's shop in the neighbour- 
hood was broken open, and almost before I was aware, 
I was armed with a double-barrelled gun and a brace of 
pistols, and provided with powder and ball. The shop 
from which these instruments of slaughter were pro- 
cured was one at the end of the Rue de Yivienne, and 
as I came out I paused to consider which way I should 
now turn. 

" Let us go to the Corps de Garde near the Ex- 
change," cried one of the men who had been near me 
all the day. " Lead on, mon brave,^^ he continued, lay- 
ing his hand upon my shoulder, " you shall be our cap- 
tain." -I looked round for^y brother, but he was no 
longer there, and I followed the man's suggestion. As 
we went, by the advice of one of the Polytechnic 
School, we put out aU the lamps, and Spread the cry 
everywhere to do the same. 

It was now quite dark, and our number increased at 
every step as we advanced. Opposite the Corps de 
Garde, at the Bourse, a small body of soldiers were 
drawn up, and two or three torches were lighted. A 
warning to stand off ! was given, as soon as the troops 
heard our approach, and as we still advanced, increas- 
ing our pace, a volley instantly followed. A ball whis- 
tled close by my ear ,and made me start, but still I 
rushed on ; and the soldiers, seeing the multitude by 
which they were attacked, attempted to retreat into the 
:gaardhottfte. 
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We were upon them, however, before the doors could 
be closed, and a terrific struggle took place, man to 
man. One strong fellow closed with me, and the strife 
between us soon grew for life. Our feet slipped, and 
we fell together, roiling over and over, wrapped, with a 
sort of convulsive fold, in each other^s arms. All 
* thought was out of the question ; but suddenly getting 
one of my hands free, I brought the muzzle of. a pistol 
close to my opponents head, and fired. For an instant 
his jSngers pressed more tightly round my throat — then 
every muscle was in a moment relapsed, and as I sprang 
up he rolled backward on the pavement. 

The fury of excitement was now upon me ; and hear- 
ing some shots still ringing within the guardhouse, I 
was rushing towards it, when I perceived the multitude 
pouring forth, and a thick smoke, with some flashes of 
flame, streaming from the windows. The guardhouse 
was on fire, and in an instant the whole sky was in a 
blaze. 1 stood to look at it, for a moment, as the lire- 
light flashed and flickered upon the dark and demon-like 
figures that surrounded the pile, and on the various dead 
bodies that lay in the open space the people had left, as 
in awe, between them and the destruction they had 
wrought. It was a fearful sight — sweet memories of 
peace and home rushed upon my brain. I shuddered at 
my own deeds, and turning from the whole vision of 
excited passion before my eyes, I ran as hard as I could 
to reach my home. 

O never did I feel the thought of returning to the se- 
cure arms of her I loved so exquisite as at that mo- 
ment! and I flew up the stairs rather than ran. I 
opened the door and entered ; Mariette was kneeling by 
the cradle of our child. She did not he^r me come in. 
I pronounced her name. At first she made no reply ; 
but then turned round with a face that will haunt me 
to the grave, and pointed to the cradle. I 'sprang for- 
ward and looked. There were traces of blooq and 
bloody bandages strewed about, and round the poor in- 
fant's white and delicate shoulder were the compresses 
and dressings of a fresh wound. 

" Good God, Mariette !" I exclaimed, " how is this 1 

How r' 

" I heard firing in the streets," she answered, with 
an awful degree of calmness ; " I feared for my husband 
—ran out to see ; and, not daring to leave it all alonei 
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I took my child to death. I had scarcely gone a yard 
when a shot struck it in my arms." 

Through the whole of that dreadful night Marietta 
and I sat by the cradle of our d3ring child — silent as the 
grave, with our eyes fixed upon its pale and ashy cotm- 
tenance, and hardly daring to lift our looks towaivds each 
other. From time to time it gave a faint and torturing 
cry, but in general seemed in a panting sort of sleep, tifl 
towai-ds four in the morning, when the breathing stop- 
ped, and I know not what gray shadow fell over its 
calm sweet face. I did not think it was dead ; but Ma- 
riette threw her arms round my neck, and hid her eyas 
upon my bosom. 

It was nearly midday on the Wednesday when one 
of my companions came to tell me that the man who, 
it was reported, had been seen with me the day before, 
had been killed by a shot on the Boulevards, and I has- 
tened after the messenger to ascertain the truth, for my 
brother had not yet reappeared. He led me to the 
door of the Exchange, over which the tri-coloured flag 
was now flying in triumph ; but on each side of the gate 
was stretched a dead corpse, and the first I saw was in- 
deed my brother. Rage and revenge took possession 
of my whole heart. I joined the brave men who were 
marching down to the Place de Greve ; and from that 
moment I entered into every act of the revolution vriih 
all the enthusiaam, the zeal, the fury of the rest. 

It isT needless to detail every scene I witnessed, and 
every struggle in which I shared. Suffice it, I was in 
most of those that occurred — at the taking and reta- 
king of the H6tel de Ville — at the storming of the 
Louvre, and at the capture of the Tuileries. The en- 
thusiasm among us was immense and overpowering; 
and the moderation and heroism with which it was 
conducted reconciled me fully to the revolution. . From 
time to time I ran home to sooth and console my 
poor Mariette, and to snatch a mouthful of bread, for 
our purse was now so low that we did not dare to pur- 
chase anything else. Mariette ate little while T^as 
there, but she assured me that she had plenty, and that 
she generally took something while I was gone in the 
midSe of the day. Grief and anxiety had worn her 
sadly; the lustre had quitted her eye, and the rose 
had left her cheek : and she looked at me so sadly, so 
painfully, as I went away, that every time I determined 
it should be the last. 



202 TH£ DESULTORY MAN. 

" At length the royal troops were beaten out of Paris, 
and the palace where monarchs had revelled fell into 
the hands of the people. A few of the national guard 
and a few of the common people were selected, as to a 
post of high honour, to guard the Tuileries during the 
night, under the command of a student of the Poly- 
technic School. I was one of those iuced upon ; and 
having sent, by a comrade, a message to Mariette, 
which he forgot to deliver, I remained for the night in 
those scenes of ancient splendour. There was some- 
thing awfully melancholy in the solitary palace, and a 
feeling of compassion for the dethroned king grew 
over my heart as I sat in the midst of the magnificent 
halls that he might never see again. As soon as we 
were relieved the next morning I flew to Mariette. 
She had passed a night of the most, dreadful anxiety, 
my comrade having, as I have said, never delivered 
my message. Her eye was hollow, and her cheek 
was sunk, but all seemed forgotten when she beheld 
me safe ; and, seeing me fatigued and faint, she made 
me eat some bread and drink a ^lass of water, almost 
weeping that she had not somethmg better to give me. 

As the last bit touched my lip, a vague thought 
struck me that she had none herself, and 1 insisted on 
her telling me. She cast her arms around me, afid as- 
sured me, with a smile, that it did her more good to 
see me eat than to take any thing herself; but I at 
length drew from her that aU our money was expend- 
ed, and that she had not tasted any thing for two days. 

I thought I should have gone distracted ; and after 
remaining for a few minutes, stupified as it were, I ran 
to the pnnting-house to see if I could ^et work, and 
induce the overseer to advance me a smgle franc to 
buy some bread for my poor Mariette. 

The office, however, was shut up, and I knocked in 
Tain for admittance. I then turned to the lodging of 
one of my fellow-printers, who might lend me, I 
thought, even a few sous. I hurried up the narrow 
dirty staircase where hie lived, and went into his 
room; but the sight I saw soon convinced me he 
wanted assistance as much as I did. He was sitting 
at an uncovered table, with five children of different 
ages about him. His cheek was wan and hollow ; and 
as I entered he fixed his haggard eye upon the door^ 
while his little prl kept pulling him importunately bt 
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the arm, crying, " Give me a piece, papa — ^I will have 
a piece of bread." — " Lend me a franc," cried he, as 
soon as he saw me ; " my children are starving — I will 
pay you when I get work." 

1 told him my own condition ; but he burst forth in 
the midst, as if seized with a sudden phreitsy, trem- 
bling with passion, and his eye glaring like tnat of a 
wild beast. " You are one of the revolutionists too. 
God's curse and mine upon you ! See what your rev- 
olutions have brought! My children are starving — 
every artisan in Paris is beggared and unemployed. I 
am starving — my wife is dying for want of medicines 
in that bed — all these dear infants are famished ; and 
all by your cursed revolutions ! Out of my sight ! be- 
gone ! for fear I commit a murder !" 

With a heart nearly breaking I returned home, and 
folding my poor Mariette in my arms, I gave way to 
tears, such as had never stained my cheeks before. 
She tried to sooth me — and smiled — and told me that 
really she was not hungry — that she did not think she 
could eat if she had any thing : but oh ! I could not de- 
ceive myself. I saw famine on her cheek, and fieard 
faintness in her tone ; and after a long fit of thought, I 
determined to go to Monsieur V , the great booksel- 
ler, who had been so kind to me while a boy. I told 
Mariette niy errand, and as Paris was now nearly as 
quiet as ev^r, she willingly let me go. 

It was a long way, and 1 had to cross the whole city, 
so that it was late when I arrived. Even then I found 

that Monsieur V was out ; but the servant told me 

I could see him the following morning at nine. With 
this cold news I was forced to return ; and no one can 
conceive what a miserable night I spent, thinking that 
every hour was an hour of starvation to the dear crea- 
ture by my side. She lay very still, but she slept not at 
all, and I felt sure that the want of rest must wear her 
as much as hunger. 

When I rose she seemed rather sleepy, and said she 
would remain in bed and try 'for some repose, as she 
had not closed her eyes since Monday. It was too 

early to go to Monsieur V , so I hurried first to the 

printing-office, for I hoped that the tranquillity which 

was now returning might have caused Monsieur M 

to resume his usual business. I only found the porter^ 
who told me that there was no chance of the hoiUie 
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opening again for weeks at least, if not months ; and 
with a chiUed heart I proceeded to the house of Mon- 
sieur V . 

Admission was instantly granted me, and I found the 
great bookseller sitting at a table with some written pa- 
pers before him, on which he was gazing with an eye 
from which the spirit seemed withdrawn to rest upon 
some deep-absorbing contemplation within. He was 
much changed since I had seen him, and there were in 
his appearance those indescribable traces of wearing 
care, which often stamp in legible characters on the 
countenance the misfortunes which man would fain 
hide from all the world. There was a certain negU- 
gence, too, in his dress, which struck me ; but, as he re- 
ceived me kindly, I told him all my sorrows and ail my 
wants. 

As I spoke, his eyes fixed upon me with a look of 
painful and intense interest ; and when I had done, he 
rose, Tjlosed the door, and took a turn or two thought- 
fully in the room. " What has ruined you," said he at 
length, pausing before me and speaking abruptly, ^* has 
ruined me. The revolution we have just passed 
through has been great and glorious in its character, 
and sdl the world must look upon it with admiration ; 
but it has made you and me, with hundreds, nay, thou- 
sands of others — beggars — ay, utter beggars. It is 
ever the case with revolutions. Confidence is at an 
end throughout the country, and commerce receives a 
blow that takes her centuries to recover. The mer- 
chant becomes a bankrupt — ^the artisan starves. I have 
now seen two revolutions, one bloody and extravagant, 
the other generous and moderate, and I do not believe 
that, at the end of either of them, there was one man 
In all France who could lay his hand upon his heart 
and say that he was happier for their occurrence ; while 
millions in want and poverty, and millions in mourning 
and tears, cursed the day that ever infected thBm with 
the sjpint of change. 

" To tell you all in one word : within an hour from this 
time I am a bankrupt, and I am only one of the first out 
of thousands. Those thousands employ each thou- 
sands of workmen, and thus the bread of millions is 
snatched from their mouths. I do not say that revolu- 
tions are always wrong ; but I do say that they always 
bring a load of misery, especially to the laboHous aitd 
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working classes— and now leaye me, good youth. 
There is a five- franc piece for you. It is all I can give 
you, and that, in fact, I steal from my creditors. I pity 
you from my soul, and the more, perhaps, because I 
feel that I need pity myself." 

The five-franc piece he gave me I took with grati- 
tude and ecstasy. To me it was^ a fortune, for it was 
enough to save my Mariette. I hastened home with 
steps of light, only pausing to buy a loaf and a bottle 
of wine. . I ran up stairs — 1 opened the door. Mariette 
had not risen. She slept, I thought — I approached qui- 
etly to the bed. All was still — too still. A iiuntness 
came over my heart, and it was a moment or two be- 
fore I could ascertain the cause of the breathless calm 
that hung over the chamber. I drew back the curtain, 
and the bright summer sunshine streamed in upon 
'the cold — dead — marble cheek of all that to me had 
been beautiful and beloved ! 



When the extraordinary heat of the weather, whichy 
during the whole of July, was extremely oppressive, 
had somewhat subsided, a slight change for the better 
took place in our invalid ; and our hopes of a perma'* 
nent amendment of his health began to revive. One 
night, however, after Emily and myself had been gazing 
from the balcony of the hotel over the gardens of the 
Tuileries, and watching star after star come out in the 
deepening sky, we turned back into the room, and, sit^ 
ting down at her writing-desk, I wrote upon a scrap of 
paper some of the feelings with which the night always 
filled my heart, and which fell without an efibrt into 
verse. 

THE NIGHT. 

The night— the night— the solemn night ! 

The silent time of thought ; 
The kingdom of the pale moonlight 
And mem'ry, when things gone tnd hdf^ 

Are back to mortals brought 

The night— the nigtat— the briUiant nighi 

CloU^ in her starry robe : 
When sweet to Hope's ecstatic sightf 
Come foture dreams that Jay's hard light 

Had banished from the i^ober 

Vol, II.- 
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The night— the night^the peaceful night t 

The pause, wh«n each calm joy. 
Which Time, that oft unpitying wight^ 
Has spared or granted in his flight, 

Is known without alloy. 

The night— the night— how dear the night ! 

Since now its dreams are sweet ; 
Since Hope and Love have made it bright, 
And changing darkness into light. 

Have bade its shadows fleet. 

" Take another sheet of paper, my dear boy/* said 
Mr. Somers, v^hen he saw that I had done, " and be 
kind enouffh to write a note for me." I did as he re- 

Sitosted, THien, to the surprise of Emily and myself, he 
ictated a letter to the chaplain of the embassy, ex:- 
pressing his wish that he would perform the marriage 
ceremony between his daughter and myself on the 
mominff of the Thursday following. It was then Tues^ 
day, and a few words of astonishment rather than oppo- 
sition broke from Emily's lips ; but he added at once, 
*' Let it be so, my dear child ! It is your father's par-* 
ticular request." 

Emily said no more, but hid her eyes for a moment 
on his bosom, and the note was despatched. With the 
greatest possible privacy the ceremony was performed, 
and Mr. Somers, who had made an effort to be pres- 
ent, was lifted into the carriage, and proceeded with us 
to a house we had taken for the time, in the Yal de 
Montmorency. The next day he appeared greatly bet- 
ter ; but at night, about half an hour after he had left 
us, his servant came suddenly to call us ; and, running 
to his room with Emily, we found him with the last 
breath of life hanging on his lips. All medical aid 
proved vain ; and wnen it was all over, Emily and I both 
felt that it must have been some presentiment of ap- 
proaching fate that had caused him to hurry our mar- 
riage. 

Emily has now been long my own, linked to me for 
life by that sweet indissoluble bond which no two hearts 
wortny of happiness ever wished less firm and perma- 
nent than it is. Changes may come over my destiny, 
misfortunes may fall upon me again, but I look calmly 
on to the future ; and fear not that such sorrows will 
ever darken the autumn of ray days as those which 
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frowned npon their spring, and which it has be^i my 
task to detail in the foregoing pages.* 

* To ffuard against all mistakes, it may be as well to state, that 
all the tales, &c. which appear in the preceding psges, are the pro* 
duction of one author, whether they be placed m the mouths of va- 
rious persons or not, with the single exception of that called a 
" Youn^ Lady's Story," which occupies four pages, and is placed 
here prmcipally to convince hflr that the efforts of her pen lose 
nothing by comparison with thoM of an old and practised writer. 

It was my intention to have fiven a list of errata, which the reader 
will have perceived are exceedingly numerous in the preceding 
pages. Their numbers, indeed, gpevent me from fulfilling that pur- 
pose ; and 1 think it but fair to raouurk, that though at least one hatf 
of them may perhaps be attributable to the printers, the other half 
must rest upon mv own shoulders, as nothing has so soporific an ef- 
fect upon me as the reading of my own worlu ; and the veij dullest 
work of another will keep me awake, when two pages of what I 
consider my wittiest compositions will send me sound asleep. 
Heaven forbid that they should have the same effect upon othen at 
any time but that at which "nature's sweet restorer^ may be es- 
pecially requisite to the refireshment of the mental or corporeal fiu»- 
olties of my readers. 



THE END. 
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ON DIFFERENir SUBJECTS OP NATURAL 

PHILOSOPHY. 

Addressed to a German Princess. 

Translated by HUNTER. 

With Notes, and a Life of Enlcr, by Sir DAVID BREWSTElr 

and AddiUooal Notes, by JOHN GRISCOM, LL.IX 

With a Glossary of Scientific Terms. 



In one vol. 18mo., with EngrsTingSy 
A POPULAR GUIDE TO 

or. Hints of Inducement to the Study of Natural Pio* 
ductions and Appearances, in their Con- 
nexions and Relations. 
By ROBERT MUDIE. 



In onoToL ISmo., 

THE PHriOSOPHY OF THE MORAL FEELIMGS. 
By JOHN ABERCROMBIE, M.D., F.R.S. 

With Questions. 



In one toL 18mo^ with Engrayings, 

ON THE IMPROVEMENT OF SOCIETY 

BY THE DIFFUSION OF KNOWLEDGE, 

By THOMAS DICK, LL.D. 



In one toL I8mo., with a Portrait, 

1SnrS1P(D)]XL7 (DS* (glBlAlRlLlgMLLCBSygo 

To which is prefixed an Introduction, comprising the 

History of France from the Earliest Period 

to the Birth of Charlemagne. 

ByO.P.R.JAMES,£8^ 
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In one voL ISmo., with a Map and Engravings^ 

Comprehending their Civil History, Antiquities, ArtSi 
Religion, Literature, and Natural History. 

By the Rev. M. RUSSELL, LL.D. 



In 2 vols. 18mo., with a Portrait, 

MJFIE (0)1? mJS:WlS!^ (9S1(S)SI[W]S]LIIm 
By the Rev. M. RUSSELL, LL.D. 



In one vol. 18mo., 

LECTURES ON GENERAL LITERATURE, 

POETRY, &c. 

Delivered at the Royal Institute in 1830 and 183 L 
By JAMES MONTGOMERY. 



In one vol. 18mo., with a Portrait, 

MEMOIR OF 

THE LIFE OF PETER THE GREAT. 

By JOHN BARROW, Esq. 



In one vol. 18mo., with a Map and Engravings, 

HISTORICAL AND DESCRIPTIVE ACCOUNT OF 

IP 13 la @ S <>^ 

From the Earliest Period to the Present Time. 

With a Detailed View of its Resources, Government, 
Population, Natural History, and the Character 
of its Inhabitants, particularly of the 
Wandering Tribes : including 
a Description of Af- 
ghanistan. 

By JAMES B. FRA^Eit, Esq. 



10 IntmfMting Warkt 

In 8 ^ols. I8mo., with a Map and Engrayings, 

Ancient and Modem. 

Containing a Description of the Country— An Account 
of its Inhabitants, Antiquities, Political Condition, 
and Eaily Commerce— The Life and Religion of 
Mohammed — The Conquests, Arts, and Litera- 
ture of the Saracens — ^The Caliphs of Damas- 
cus, Bagdad, Africa, and Spain— The Civil 
Government and Religious Ceremonies of 
the Modern Arabs— Origin and Suppres- 
sion of the Wahabees — The Insti- 
tutions, Character, Manners, and 
Customs of the Bedouins; and 
a Comprehensive View of 
its Natural History. 

By andre;w CRICHTON. 



In one vol. 18mo,, 

THE PRINCIPLES OF PHYSIOLOGY, 

APPLIED TO THE PRESERVATION OF HEALTH, 

AND TO THE IMPROVEMENT OF 

PHYSICAL AND MENTAL 

EDUCATION. 

By ANDREW COMBE, M.D. 



In one toI. 18mo., with Engravings, 
HISTORY AND PRESENT CONDITION OF 

Comprehending a View of their Civil Institutions, An- 
tiquities, Arts, Religion, Literature, Commerce, 
Agriculture, and Natural Productions. 

By tlM Rev. M. RUSSELL, LLJ). 



PubUsfud by Htujm (f Broth*n. U 

In 2 ToU. 18mo., with bemvtiful Engravingv, 

By J. K. PAULDING, E«i. 



In one toI. ISmo., with EDgravings^ 
S|)e mil«M9[l9 of MMaat 

OR, THE WAY TO ENJOY LIFE 
AND ITS COMFORTS. 

By CALEB TICKNOR, A.M., M.D. 



In one yoL 18mo., with nnmerons lUustzatiTe EngimTinga, 

ITS PHYSICAL CONDITION, 
AND MOST REMARKABLE PHENOMENA. 

By W. MULLINGER HIGGINS. 



In 2 vols. 18mo., with a Portrait, 

(Anabasis, translated by EDWARD SPELMAN, Es^, 
CyropiBdia, by the Hon. M. A. COOPER.> 



In 2 Tols. ISmo., witti a Portrait, 

THE ORATIONS OF DEMOSTHENES. 

Translated by THOMAS LELAND, D.D. 



In one toL 18ma, 

fnnslated by WILLIAM ROSE, M. A 
With ImpTOtements and Notes. 



In 2 vols. 18mo., with a Portrait, 
TimmUM by WILUAH PUNCAH . 



It Haertakng \^9rk» 

In 3 Tols. ISmo., with a Portrait, 

CICERO. 

Th« Orationi trannUted by DUNCAN, the Offices by COCKMAN, 
and the Cato and Lelios by MELMOTH. 



In 2 Tola. 18mo., with a Portrait, 

VIRGIL. 

The Ecloguea translated by WRANGHAM, the Georgics try 
SOTHEBY, and the iEneid by DRYDEN. 



In one toL 18mo., 

^SCHYLUS. 

Translated by the Rev. R. POTTER, M.A. 



In one voL 18mo., with a Portrait, 

SOPHOCLES. 

Translated by THOMAS FRANCKLIN, D.D 



In 3 Tols. 18mo., with a Portrait, 

EURIPIDES. 

Ttanalated by the Rev. R. POTTER, M.A. 



In 2 vols. 18mo., with a Portrait, 

HORACE. 

Translated by PHILIP FRANCIS, D.D. 
With an Appendix, containing translations of varions Odes, dee. 

»f BEN JONSON, COWLET, MILTON, DRTPEN, fOFE, JU)DISON, SWIFT, 
BENTLET, CHATTEBTON, G. WAKETIELD, FOBSON, BTRON, te. 

4nd by some of the most eminent Poets of the present day. 

P H JS D R U S. 

ynXk the Appendix of Gudius. 
TniMlated by OHBISTOPHER SMART, A Jl 
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In 2 vol*. ISnio., with a Portnit, 

OVID. 

lauUtad by DRYDEN, POPE, GONOREYE, ADDISON, 

and »tih*tw. 



la 3 Tok. l8mo^ with a Poxtiait, 

HERODOTUS. 

Tnnalatadbj the Rev. WILLIAM BELOE. 



In 3 vols. ISmo^ with a Portrait^ 

HOMER. 

Tnndatod by ALEXANDER POPE, B^' 



In d vols. ISoia, with a Portiait, 

L I V Y. 

TniMdated by GEORGE BAKER, AJL 



In 2 vda. I8ma, with a Portrait, 

THUCYDmES. 

Ttandatad by WILLIAM SBflTH, A.M. 



In one vol 8vo., with Platee, 

PLUTARCH'S LIVES- 

Translated from the original Greek, with Notes, Crit- 
ical and Historical, and a Life of Phitarch. 
By JOHN LANGHORNE,D.D.,and Wx. LANGHORNE, A.1L 
A New Edition, carefully revised and corrected. 



In one vcL 12mo., with a Postiait, 

A LIFE OF GEORGE WASHINGTON. 

In Latin Prose. 

By FRANCIS GLASS, AM., of Ohio. 

SdUiidbfl. N.RsyvOdik 



i 
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i 

.i 
.! 



JfilfrMl6v ^«^ 
In ooe ToL 8fO., 

or the Relation which Words bear to Things- 
By A. B. JOHNSON. 



In one ▼ol. 8to., with numerous Illustrative Engravings, 

THE THEORY AND PRACTICE OF SURVEYING ; 
containing all the Instructions requisite for the skilful practice 

of this art. 
With a new set of accurate Mathematical Tables. 

By ROBERT GIBSON. 

Kewly axraBgedi'lmpreved, and enlarged, with usefol selections, 

by James Ryaw. 



In one vol. 8vo., 

AN ELEMENTARY TREATISE ON MECHANICS. 

Translated from the French of M. Eoucharlat. 

With additions and emendations, designed to adapt it to the me of 
the Cadets of the U. S. Military Academy. 

By EDWARD H. COURTENAY. 



In one vol 48ma, 
8|»e 3ftfttcule wxn IPodtet Cmniianiioii } 

OB, 

MINIATURE LEXICON OF THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE! 

By LYMAN COBB. 



In one vol. Sro., 

With copious Illustrations aud Explanations, drawn from IImi 

best Writers. 

Py GEORGE CRABB MA* 



In one vd. 18mo., with Engnvingib 

visoa (ssAnaMTsmuBJSf'ts oDSiPiHLfiJBff 

And otl&er Tales* 

By a dezgymaxL 

For the use of Youth. 



Iq one ToL ]8aio„ with Engrannge, 
By Mrs. HUGHS. 



In one toL 18mo., with EngraTinge, 

•Tf Unele PUllp's ConTerMi,ttoiia -witlft tl&e CbJUbrta 
about tl&e Tmtli of tl&e C^xletiaa Rellgtoiu 



In one toL ISmo., with Engravingf, 
UAcIe Pbllip'e CoBversatloiis "vritli tl&e ClUldrca allow* 

THE HISTOHY OF VIRGINIA. 



T-r" 



In one toL ISmo., with Domeroas Illnitntife EngiaTinge, 
THE AMERICAN FORESTi 

Undo Fhillp'e Cton. vereation u wrltb ttke Children about 

t|>e ExttB of iRmecCcSt 



In 2Tole. 18mo., with EngniTings, 

INCLE PHILIPS CONVERSATIONS WITH THE CHILDREN ABOUT 
THE HISTORY OF NEW-YORK. 



' In ona fiA, Ifimc, 

By B. B. THATCHVK, £«}. 



16 /KfefMfw^ Worka 

In 3 vol*. 18mo., with EDgravingi, 

BIINO 

SKETCHES OF THE MANNERS. CUSTOMS, AND CHARACTER OF 

9])e Xort)) SlmerCcan Xatlbes. 

By B. B. THATCHER, Esq., of Boston. 



In 3 Tols. 18mo., with Engravings, 
FBOM JkXMSaOJBLK B 

By the Author of ** Ambrican Popular Lessons.** 



In ons Ti^ 18mo., with Engravings, 

Containing an Account of his Shipwreck, and of his 

Residence alone upon an Uninhabited Island. 

By MRS. HOFLAND. 



In one voL ISmo., 

IPSBUHLS OS* ? PTBng fl mA | 

Selm|( Autlteinttc Narratives oC Rcn&arkable and AiTeotM 
mg DiMuiters iipan tl&e Deep* 

With Illustrations of the Power and Goodness of God 
in wonderful Preservations. 



In one vol. 18mo., with a Portrait, &c., 

SKETCHES OF THE LIVES OF DISTINGUISHED FEMALES. 

Written for Young Ladies, with a view to their Mental 

and Moral Improvement. 
By an American Lady. 



In one vol. ISmo., with Engravings, 

OB THE YOUNG TRAVELLER FROM OHia 
By MRS. PHELPS (foimerly MRS. LINCOLN). 
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In 2 vols. 18mo., with nmneroos Illastrative Engnnnfiy 
Unfile PhlUp's €kux-w9*wm,tkmkM wifl& tlM COUMscn abowl 

— i ^■ 

In 2 toIb. 18mo., 

UNCLE PHILIP'S CONVEBSATIONS WITH THE OBSLDVES ABCMTT 

7IKIS I»a@7®B3V ©P l»ISW<*l»AiniP9fiafllRS. 



In 2 Tols. ISmo., 
UNCLE PHILIFS CONVERSATIONS WITH THE CHILDBEN ABOUT 



In 10 vols. 12mo., with beautiful Engravings, 

TALES AND NOVELS. 

ByMARU EDOEWORTH. 



In 13 vols. 12mo., with elegant Engravings In each volume. 

Being the only uniform Edition ever published in the 

United States. 



In 5 vols. 12mo., with Illustrations, 

THE JUVENILE WORKS OF MARIA EPGEWORTH. 

CONTAINING 



1, 2, 3, 4. SALMAGUNDI ; or, the Whim-whams and Opinions 
of Launcelot Langstafi^ Esq., and others. 

5, 6. LETTERS FROM THE SOUTH. By a Northern Man 

7, 8. KONINGSMARKE ; or, Old Times in the New World. 

[The remainder of Mr. Paulding's works are nearly ready fof 

pu bl icttion.] 



It ItUeregtmg lV«rAk 

In 7 ToIi. 12mo., one voL Sra, vadH vols. 8vo., wiih Illustrationi, 



Unifonn EditiOQ, with IHustrations. 

t. PELHAM ; or, the Adventures of a Gentleman. 

«. THE DISOWNED. A Tale. 

9. THE LAST DAYS OF POMPEII. 

4. PAUL CLIFFORD. 

5. RIENZI, the Last of the Tribunes. 

6. EUGENE ARAM. A Tale. 

7. DEVEREUX. 

0. THE STUDENT; a Series of Papers. 



By the same Aathor, 

ENGLAND AND THE ENGLISH. 2 vols. 12mo. 

FALKLAND : a Tale. 12ino. 

THE PILGRIMS OF THE RHINE. 12 mo 

THE REBEL, and other Tales. 12mo. 

THE SIAMESE TWINS : with other Poems. Itmo 



Complete in 4 vols. 8vo.« with Maps, &c., 
THE HISTORY OF THE DECLINE AND FALL OP 

By EDWARD GIBBON, Esq. 



In 3 vols. 8va, with Engravings, &c., 
THE HISTORY OF 

SC(Q>2D)IB2&If lavsi^ipat 

With a view of the Progress of Society, from the Rise 

of the Modem Kingdoms to the Peace 

of Paris, in 1763. 

By WILLIAM RUSSELL. LL.D.: 

And a Continuation of the History to the Present Time, 

By WILLIAM JONES, Esq. 

With Annotations by an American* 




PuMuhtd hf Smper «f Srothen, If 

In one vol. 8vo., with a Portrait and Engravings, 

THE HISTORY OF THE 

DISCOVERY AND SETTLEMENT OF AMERICA. 

By WILLIAM ROBERTSON, D.D. 

With an Account of his Life and Writings. 
To which are adiled, Questions for the Examination of Students. 

By JOHN FROST, A.M. 



In one vol. 8vo., with Engravings, 
THE HISTORY OF THE REIGN OF THE 

With a View of the Progress of Society in Europe, from 

the Subversion of the Roman Empire to the 

Beginning of the Sixteenth Century. 

By WILLIAM ROBERTSON, D.D. 

To which are added Questions for the Examination of Students 

By JOHN FROST, A.M. 



In one vol. 8vo., with Engravings, 

During the Reigns of Queen Mary and of King James 
yj., till his Accession to the Crown of England. 

With a Review of the Scottish History previous to that 

Period. 

INCLUDIK9 

AN HISTORICAL DISQUISITION CONCERNING 

THE KNOWLEDGE THE ANCIENTS 

HAD OF INDIA; 

and the Progress of Trade vf}<h that Country prior to 
the Discovery of the Passage to it by the 
Cape of GoodfHope. 
With an Appendix, containing Observations on the Civil 
Policy, the Laws and Judicial Proceedings, the 
Arts, the Sciences, and Religious In- 
stitutions of the Indians. 
By WILLIAM ROBERTSON, D.D. 



90 Intemtiag Warka 

In one toL 18mo., 

A COMPENDIOUS HISTORY OF ITALY. 

TnuuUted from the original Italian. 
By NATHANIEL GREENE. 



In one toI. 12dio., 

FULL ANNALS OF THE 

2£2BW®2£i\Sr'S?SCDSf SSS IFmASSSCSm, A8S(D« 

To which 18 added, a Parti«iilar Account of the CeU 

ebration of said Revolution in the City of New-^ 

York, on the S5th November, 1830. 

By MYER MOSEa 



In one toL 8to. 

ANRI^ILd ©? ViaV^RI @®(y)I»ITV9 
or, the Border Warfare of New- York, during the 

Revolution. 

By W. W. CAMPBELL. 



In 2 Tole. 8vo., with a Portrait, 
LETTERS AND JOURNALS OF 

With Notices of his Life. 
By THOMAS MOORE, Esq. 



In 2 Tols. 12mo., with a Portrait, 

MEMOIRS OF THE LIFE AND CORRESPONDENCE OF 

miRO* JBIHiSfSAW XC(0)]SUEe 

By WILLIAM ROBERTS, Eaq, 



Publi$h§d by Harptr <f BnOhen. U 

Id one t61. Sra, with EngnTiDgSr 

•mprising Memoirs and Anecdotes of the most Re- 
markable Persons of every Age and Nation. 

By HENRY WILSON. 



In one vol. 18mo., with a Portrait, 

Cvalts of tj)t Sea^^arts ; 

being a Memoir of Georoe R. T. Hbwbb, 

one of the Last of its SnrriYors. 

WHh a History of that Transaction; Reminiscencea 

of the Massacre, and the Siege, and other 

Stories of old Times. 

By a Bostonian. 



in one yoL 18mo., 

MATTHU8 AND HIS IMPOSTURESi 

or, the I regress of Fanaticism. 

Illustrated in the Extraordinary Case of Robert 

Matthews, and bx>me of his Forerunners 

and Disciples. 

I By WILLIAM L. STONE. 



In one toI. 8vo., with Portraits, 

Revised Edition. 

To which is added, a Valuable Collection of American 
Anecdotes, original and selected. 



«■ V 



In one vol. 12ino., 
By Mrs. LEE. 



« 



In one voL ISnia, with a Partiiit« 
THE LIFE OF 

President of the United States of America. 
By WILLIAM COBBETT, M.F. 



tn one toI. 12mo.| 

By the ETTRJCK SHEPHERD. 

With a Life of the Author. 
By S; DEWITT BLOODOOOD, E«t 



In one vol. 12mo., 
SKETCHES AND ECCENTRICITIES OF* 



in one vol. 8ta, with several Engnvinge, 

VOYAGE OF THE UNITED STATES FRIGATE POTOMACi 

under the command of Com. John Downks, 

daring the Circumnavigation of the Globe, in the years 1991^ 

1832, 1833, and 1834 ; 

Including a particular Account of the Engagement at 

Quallah-Battoo, on the Coast of Sumatra ; with all 

the official documents relating to the same. 

By J. N. REYNOLDS. 



In 4 vols. 12mo., with Engravings, 

during a Residence of nearly Eight Years in the So* 
ciety and Sandwich Islands. 

By WILUAM ELLIS. 



PuNuhedly Harper ^.Bnihtn, t3 

bi 006 y<A, 8To.y 

By 8. COOPER, M.D. 

With mmerous Notes and Additions, embracing an the 
Principal American ImproTemextts. 

Bj D. M. REESE, MJ). 



B one ToL 12mo., bound in &ncy mosiin, gilt edges, being the most 
elegant and the only perfect edition pnbliahed in tiiie coontry of 

THE LIFE AND SURPRISING ADVENTURES OF 

of ITodt, §$Mtine9i 

WITH A BIOGRAPHICAL ACCOUNT OF DE FOE. 

fllnatrated with fifty characterietic Engrairings by Adama. 



THE COMMON -SCHOOL LIBRARY. 



In one vol. 8to., 

By JOHN MASON GOOD, M.D., F.R.S. 
To which II now prefixed, a Sketch of the Antikor'e Life. 



In one toL are., 

ESSAYS ON THE PRINCIPLES OF MORALITY. 

AND ON THE PRIVATE AND POUTICAL RIGHTS 

AND OBLIGATIONS OF MANKIND. 

By JONATHAN DYMOND. 

With a Preface, by the Rev. Gkorob Busb, M.A, 



In one toI. 12ino., 

By MARIA EDOEWORTH, 
«id by RICHARD LOVELL SOC^nnrORTH, F.R.S, 



St InierMtmg Work$ 

In one toL 8vo., 

A NARRATIVE OF FOUR VOYAGES TO THE 

SOUTH SEA, NORTH AND SOUTH PACIFIC 

OCEAN, CHINESE SEA, ETHIOPIC AND 

SOUTHERN ATLANTIC OCEAN, 

AND ANTARCTIC OCEAN. 

From the year 1822 to 1831. 

Comprising an Account of some valuable Discoverios, 

including the Massacre Islands, where thirteen 

of the Author's Crew were massacred 

and eaten by Cannibals. 

By Capt BENJAMIN MORRELL, Jon. 



In 2 Tols. 12mo. 
A NARRATIVE OF THE 

By the Deputation from the Cong^'egational Union of England 

and Wales. 
By ANDREW REED, D.D. and JAMES MATHESON, D.D 



In one toL 18ma, 

or Pocket Manual for Travellers on the Hudson River, 

the Western Canal and Stage Road to Niagara 

Falls, down Lake Ontario and the St. 

Lawrence to Montreal 

and Quebec. 

Comprising also the Routes to Lebanon, Ballston, and 

Saratoga Springs. 



In one toI. 12mo., with Maps and Engravings, 

TRAVELS AND RESEARCHES IN CAPFRARlAi 

describing the Character, Customs, and Moral Condition 

of the Tribes inhabiting that portion 

of Southern Africa. 

Bj STEPHEN KAY. 



In one ml, lltmo., 

in 1830-1831. 

By ABBY JANE MORRELL, 

who teconpaiM bar hotbtiid, Capt. BenJAiiiui M«ki«D, Jan., of 

tiM Schooner Anftaretie. 



In 2 Tob. 8vo„ with Maps nod EngraTingf , 

. OB, 

THE OLD AND NEW TESTAMENTS CONNECTED, 
m the History of the Jews and neighbouring Nations ; 

from the Declension of the Kingdoms of Ismel and Judah to the 

time of Christ 

By HUMPHREY FRIDEAUX, D.D., Pean of Norwich. 

New Edition. 

To which is prefixed the Life of the Author, containing 

some Letters which he wrote in defence 

and Dlostration of certain Parts 

of his Connexions. 



Jxk one ToL 8to., 

from the Earliest Ages to the Reformationt 
)3y the Rer. GEOROE WAPDIN6T0N, M.A 



la 3 tok. Sto., with a Fortr^ 

THE WORKS DF TRE RIf. MttRT RRLl, A.M, 

With a brief Memoir of his life, by Dr. GaiooaT, aod 

Obserrations on his Character as a Preacb- 

er* by the Rev. John Fostxb. 

Edited by 0UNTHU8 OREOORV, LL.D. 



W intenatiag Wurkt 

In one toL 8fa» 

Ck>ntaiiiiDg an Historical Account of the Persons ; a 
Geographical and Historical Account of Places ; a 
Literal, Critical, and Systematical Description 
of other Objects, whether Natural, Artifi- 
cial, Civil, Religious, or Military; and 
an Explanation of the Appellative 
Terms mentioned in the Old 
and New Testaments. 
By the Rev. JOHN BROWN, of Haddington. 

With a life of the Author, and an Essay on the Evi- 
dences of Christiamty. 



In one toI. I8mo., with a Portrait, 
By CHARLES WEBB LE BAS, A.H. 



In one toL 16ma, with a Portrait, 
By CHARLES WEBB LE BAS, A.M. 



In one vol 18mo., 

THE CONSISTENCY OF THE WHOLE SCHEME 

OF REVELATION 

with Itself and with Human Reason. 

Bt PHILIP NICHOLAS SHUTTLE WORTH, D.D. 



In 2 Tola. ISmo., with Engravings, 

LUTHER AND THE LUTHERAN REFORMATION. 
By Rev JOHN SCOTT, A.M. 
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In 3 vols. 18mo., with Engraving, 
HISTORY OP THE 

By ihe Rev. EDWARD SMEDLEY. 



InonevoL 13mo., 

i THOUGHTS ON THE RELIGIOUS STATE OF THE COUNTRY,- 
t9(t| 3euumms tor pxtttttlnu SfCscopacs. 

By Rev. CALVIN COLTON. 



In one vol. 12mo., 
EVIDENCE OP THE 

derived from the literal fulfilment of Prophecy. 

By the Rev. ALEXANDER KEITH. 



In one vol. 32mo.y 

A CONCORDANCE TO THE HOLY SCRIPTURES 

OF THE OLD AND NEW TESTAMENTS. 

By JOHN BROWN, of Haddington. 



In one vol. 12mo., 

or, Extracts selected for the Consolation of Mourners, 
under the Bereavement of Friends and Relations. 

By a Village Pastor. 



In (me voL ISmo., 
By Rev. Dr. PISE. 



JVarkt 
37 JOHN MASON GOOD, M.D., F.a.S. 

Improved from the Author's Manuscripts, snd by refeiw 

ence to the latest Advances in Physiology, 

Pathology, and Practice, 

By SAMUEL COOPER, M.D. 

With Notes, by A. SIDNEY DOANE, A.M., MJ>. 

To which is prefixed, a Sketch of the History of Medi* 

cine, from its Origin to the Commencement 

of the Nineteenth Century, 



In one toL 8f o., with 52 Plateik 

Compiled ttom the Works of Cuti:,sr, Hnm, Ybupkav 

and BiiAsius. 

By A. SIDNEY DOANE, A.M., M.P. 



In one vol, 8to., with 82 Plates, 

MIDWIFERY ILLUSTRATED, 

3y J. p. MAYORIER, M.D. 

Translated fh)m the French, with Notes. 

By A, SIDNEY DOANE, A.M., MD. 



InooevoL Sva 

OB, 

MEDICAL DICTIONARY 
By H. HOOPER, M.D. 

With Additions flrom American Authors, 
By SAMOE^ AKEBl^Y. M.D. 
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In 3 vols. 12mo., with yignette Embellishments, 

By: a Young American. « 



In 2 vols. ISmo., with Engravings, 

SPAIN REVISITED. 

By the Author of " A Yiae in Spain." 



In 2 vols. 12mo., 
By the Author of " A Yiab in Spaih." 



In 2 vols. 12mo., 

8)^ ^Ui dVorlli aiOi tj[»e Neto ;. 

Being a Journal of Observations and Reflections made 
on a Visit to Europe in the Years 1833-'4. 

By the Rev. ORVILLE DEWEY. 



In 2 vols. 12mo., 
A PILGRIMAGE BEYOND THE SEA. 



>9 



In one yoL 12ma, 

1831—1835. 
By CALVIN COLTON. 



In one voL Svo., with Engravings, 

PARIS AND THE PARISIANS 

In 1835. 
By FRANCES TROLLOPK. 



PuNuhed by Harpm- <f Brothen. 

In 3 vols. 18mo.. 

VMS PILJiVQ ©7 PNQlLaP IHlJ^8@Dn^BliBa 
Adapted to Family Reading, and the use of Young 

Persona, 



In 2 voU. 18mo., 
With Notes Critical and Explanatory, 



12mo., bound in sheep, 

RIGHEUt^U : a Tale of France. 2 vols. 

DARNLEY ; or, the Field of the Cloth of Gold. 9 toll. 

DE L'ORME. 2 toIs. 

FHILIP AUGUSTUS ; or, the Brothers in Arms. 2 Tols. 

KENRT MASTERTOri ; or, the Young Cavalier. 2 ToliL 

MARY OP BURGUNDY ; or, the Revolt of Ghent. 2 iroU 

ADVENTURES OF JOHN MARSTON HALL. 2 toU. 

THE GIPSY : a Tale. 2 vols. 

ONE IN A THOUSAND ; or, the Days of Henii Qoatre. 

TlfE STRING OF PEARLS. 



MARTIN FABER, dec 12mo. 

GUY RIVERS ; a Tale of Georgia. 2 vols. 12mo. 

THE YEMASSEE : a Romance of Carolina. 2 vols. 12ino. 

THE PARTISAN : a Tale of the Revolution. 2 vols. 12niL 

MELLICHAMPE : a Legend of the Santee. 2 vols. 12ii|o. 



In 2 vols. 12ma, 

OR, 

«*apt» Years afiue'» in Brnttitu, 
P7 tHe Author of '* Hopi Lbslu," d(o . 



Publuhed by Harper 4- Brothert, Si 

In one toI. ISmo.) 

tLAVERV IN THE UNITED STAtESi 

By JAMES K. PAULDING. 



Two ▼olomet in one, 12mo.| 

tsjnMwnsssQ (dip s'sds ^^^iljb S'^ojs 

of the late SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE. 



In one voL 12mo., 

%$tXtx9, €:oitberratlon9, aioi aEUtoIUtttottir: 

of the late S. T. COLERIDGE, 
in 2 vols. l2mo., with IllustratiTe EngravingSi 

A Greneral Description of the Empire of Chinsi and itl 

Inhabitants* 
By JOHN FRANCIS DAVIS, Esq., F.R.Si 



In 2 vols. 12mo^ 
i^raitce : docfal, Zftetac^, aim ^oUtCcat* 

By H. L. BULWER» Esq., M.P» 



In one vol. l2nio., 

or tnstrtietions to Young Married Lsfdies on the Management of 

their Households, and the Regulation of their Conduct in 

the various Relations and Duties of Married Life 

By Mrs. W. .PAREES. 

With Improvements. 



In one vol. I8mo., with Engravings, 

j^ftafor, IBototKnflbtlle HUUtCa, SecoiOi JSrCflaUt, 
to his Old Friend Mr. Dwight, of the New-York Daily Advertiser 
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32 TnUmtmg Warkt 

In 2 Tols. 12010., 

By E. L. BULWE;R, Esq., M.P. 



In one toL 12mo., with a Portnit, 

THE LETTERS OF THE BRITISH SPY, 

By Wm. WIRT, Esq. 

To which is prefixed a Biograplucal Sketch of Uie 

Author. 



In one toI. 18mo., 

DIRECTIONS FOR INVIGORATING AND 
PROLONGING LIFE ; 

or, 

By Wm, KITCHINER, M.D. 
Improved by T. S. BARRET, MJ>. 



In one toL 12mo., 

THE COOK'S ORACLE. AND HOUSEKEEPER'S MANUAL. 

Containing Receipts for Cookery, and Directions for 

Carving. 
With a complete System of Cookery for Catholic 

Families, 

By Wm. KITCHINER, M.D. 



In one toL 16mo., 

With a List of Family Medical Receipts, and a Yaluabie 

Miscellany. 

By Min PRUDENCE SMITH 
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